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PREFACE. 


HOMER  is  univerfally  allowed  to  iiave  had  the 
greateft  Invention  of  any  writer  whatever.  The 
praife  of  judgment  Virgil  hasjuftlycontefced  with  him, 
and  others  may  have  their  pretenfions  as  to  particular 
excellencies ;  but  his  Invention  remains  yet  unrivaled. 
Nor  is  it  a  wonder  if  he  has  ever  been  acknowledged 
the  greateft  of  poets,  who  moft  excelled  in  that  v\'hich 
is  the  very  foundation  of  poetry.  It  is  tiie  Invention 
that  in  different  degrees  diftinguiflaes  all  great Geniufes  . 
thcutmoft  ftretch  of  human  ftudy,  learning,  and  induftry, 
which  mafters  every  thing  belides,  can  never  attain  to 
this.  It  furnifhes  Art  with  all  her  materials,  and  with- 
out it.  Judgment  itfelf  can  at  beft  but  fteal  wifely  ;  for 
Art  is  only  like  a  prudent  fteward  that  lives  on  manag- 
ing the  riches  of  Nature.  Whatever  praifes  may  be 
given  to  works  of  Judgment,  there  is  not  even  a  fmglc 
beauty  in  them  to  which  the  Invention  n>uft  not  contri- 
bute :  as  in  the  moft  regular  gardens.  Art  can  only  re- 
duce the  beauties  of  Nature  to  more  regularity,  and  fuch 
a  figure,  which  the  common  eye  may  better  take  in,  and 
-is  therefore  more  entertained  with.  And  perhaps  the 
reafon  why  common  critics  are  inclined  to  prefer  a  ju- 
dicious and  methodical  genius  to  a  great  and  fruitful 
©ne,  is,  becaufe  they  find  it  eafier  for  thcmfelves  to  pur- 
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2  PREFACE, 

fue  their  obfervations  through  an  uniform  and  bounded 
walk  of  Art,  than  to  comprehend  the  vaft  and  various 
extent  of  Nature. 

Our  author's  work  is  a  wild  paradife,  where  if  we 
cannot  fee  all  the  beauties  fo  diftinftly  as  in  an  ordered 
garden,  it  is  only  becaufe  the  number  of  them  is  infi- 
nitely greater.  It  is  like  a  copious  nurfery,  which  con- 
tains the  feeds  and  firft  produclions  of  every  kind,  out 
of  v.-hicli  thofe  who  followed  him  have  but  felefted  fome 
particular  plants,  each  according  to  his  fancy,  to  culti- 
vate and  beautify.  If  fome  things  are  too  luxuriant,  it 
is  owing  to  the  richnefs  of  the  foil ;  and  if  others  are 
not  arrived  to  perfeftion  or  maturity,  it  is  only  becaufe 
they  are  over-run  and  oppreft  by  thofe  of  a  ftronger 
nature. 

It  is  to  the  ftrength  of  this  amazing  Invention  we  are 
to  attribute  that  unequalled  fire  and  rapture,  which  is 
fo  forcible  in  Homer,  that  no  man  of  a  true  poetical 
fpirit  is  mafter  ol  himfelf  while  he  reads  him.  What 
he  writes,  is  of  the  moll:  animating  nature  imaginable  ; 
every  thing  moves,  every  thing  lives,  and  is  put  in  ac- 
tion. If  a  council  be  called,  or  a  battle  fought,  you 
zre  not  coldly  informed  of  what  was  faid  or  done  as 
from  a  third  perfcn  ;  the  reader  is  hurried  out  of  him- 
felf by  the  force  of  the  Poet's  imagination,  and  turns 
in  one  place  to  a  hearer,  in  another  to  a  fpeftator. 
^  he  courfe  of  his  verfes  refembles  that  of  the  army  he 
defcribes, 

"  They  pour  along  like  a  are  that  fv/eeps  the  whole 
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**  earth  before  it."  It  is  however  remarkable  tliat  his 
fancy,  which  is  every  where  vigorous,  is  not  difcovcred 
immediately  at  the  beginning  of  his  poem  in  its  fulleft 
fplendor  :  it  grows  in  the  progrefs  both  upon  himfelF 
and  others,  and  becomes  on  fire,  like  a  chariot-whecl, 
by  its  own  rapidity.  Exaft  difpofition,  juft  thought^ 
correft  elocution,  polifhed  numbers,  may  have  been 
found  in  a  thoufand  ;  but  this  poetical  fire,  this  "  vi- 
vida  vis  animi,"  in  a  very  few.  Even  in  v/orks  where 
all  thofe  are  imperfect  or  neglefted,  this  can  overpower 
criticifm,  and  make  us  admire  even  while  we  difapprove. 
Nay,  where  this  appears,  though  attended  with  abfur- 
dities,  it  brightens  all  the  rubbifh  about  it,  till  we  fee 
nothing  but  its  own  fplendor.  This  fire  is  difcerned 
in  Virgil,  but  difcerned  as  through  a  glafs,  reflefted 
from  Homer,  more  ihining  than  fierce,  but  ever)'-  where 
equal  and  conftant;  in  Lucan  and  Statius,  it  burfts  out 
in  fudden,  fhort,  and  interrupted  flafhes  :  in  Milton  ic 
glows  like  a  furnace  kept  up  to  an  uncommon  ardor  by 
the  force  of  art :  in  Shakefpeare  it  ftrikes  before  we  are 
aware,  like  an  accidental  fire  from  heaven  ;  but  in  Ho- 
mer, and  in  him  only,  it  burns  every  where  clearly, 
and  every  where  irrqfiftibly. 

I  fhall  here  endeavour  to  (hew,  how  this  vaft  Inven- 
tion exerts  itfelf  in  a  manner  fuperior  to  that  of  any 
poet,  through  all  the  main  conftituent  parts  of  his  work, 
as  it  is  the  great  and  peculiar  charaderiftic  which  dif- 
tinguifnes  him  from  all  other  authors. 

This  flrong  and  ruling  faculty  was  like  a  powerful 

liar,  which,  in  the  violence  of  its  courK^drev/  all  things 
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within  its  vortex.  It  feemed  not  enough  to  have  taken 
in  the  whole  circle  of  arts,  and  the  whole  compafs  of 
nature,  to  fupply  his  maxims  and  refleftions ;  all  the  in- 
ward paflions  and  affedions  of  mankind,  to  furnifh  his 
charafters ;  and  all  the  outward  forms  and  images  of 
things,  for  his  defcriptions ;  but,  wanting  yet  an  ampler 
Iphere  to  expatiate  in,  he  opened  a  new  and  boundlefs 
walk  for  his  imagination,  and  created  a  world  for  him- 
felf  in  the  invention  of  Fable.  That  which  Ariftotle 
calls  the  "  Soul  of  poetry,"  was  firft  breathed  into  it  by 
Homer.  I  Ihall  begin  with  confidering  him  in  this  part, 
as  it  is  naturally  the  lirft ;  and  I  fpeak  of  it  both  as  it 
means  the  defign  of  a  poem,  and  as  it  is  taken  for 
ivftiou. 

Table  may  be  divided  into  the  Probable,  the  Allego- 
rical, and  the  Marvellous.  The  Probable  Fable  is  the 
recital  of  fuch  aftions  as  though  they  did  not  happen, 
yet  might,  in  the  common  courfe  of  nature  :  or  of  fuch 
as,  though  they  did,  became  fables  by  the  additional 
epifodes  and  manner  of  telling  theitu  Of  this  fort  is 
the  main  ftory  of  an  Epic  poem,  the  return  of  Ulyffes, 
the  fettlement  of  the  Trojans  in  Italy,  or  the  like. 
That  of  the  Iliad  is  the  anger  of  Achilles, .  the  moil 
fhort  and  fingle  fubjeft  that  ever  was  chofen  by  any 
poet.  Yet  this  he  has  fuppiied  with  a  vafter  variety  of 
incidents  .and  events,  and  crowded  with  a  greater  num- 
tier  of  councils,  fpeeches^  battles,  and  epifodes  of  all 
kinds,  than  are  to  be  found  even  in  thofe  poems  whofe 
fthemesareof  the  utmoft  latitude  and  irregularity.  The 
^dion  is  hurried  on  with  the  molt  vehement  fpirjt,  and 

its 
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its  whole  duration  employs  not  fo  much  as  fifty  days. 
Virgil,  for  want  of  fo  warm,  a  genius,  aided  himfelf 
by  taking  in  a  more  extenfive  fubjed,  as  well  as  a  greater 
length  of  time,  and  contrafting  the  defign  of  both  Ho- 
Hier's  poems  into  one,  which  is  yet  but  a  fourth  part 
as  large  as  his.  The  other  epic  poets  ha\'e  ufed  the 
fame  praftice,  but  generally  carried  it  fo  far  as  to  f\Jt- 
perinduce  a  multiplicity  of  fables,  deftroy  the  unity  of 
aftion,  and  lofe  their  readers  in  an  unreafonable  length 
of  time.  Nor  is  it  only  in  the  main  defign  that  they 
have  been  unable  to  add  to  his  invention,  but  they  have 
followed  him  in  ever}'  epifode  and  part  of  ftor}%  If  he 
has  given  a  regular  catalogue  of  an  army,  they  all 
draw  up  their  forces  in  the  fame  order.  If  he  has  fu- 
neral games  for  Patroclus,  Virgil  has  the  fame  for  An»- 
ehifes  ;  and  Statius  (rather  than  omit  them)  deftroys  the 
unity  of  his  adion  for  thofe  of  Archemoras.  If  Ulyl<- 
fes  vifits  the  (hades,  the  ^neas-of  Virgil,  and  Scipio  of 
Silius,  are  fent  after  him.  If  he  i^  detained  ftom 
his  return  by  the  allurements  of  Calypfo,  iti  is  yEnean 
by  Dido,  and  Rinaldo  by  Armrda.  If  Achilles  be  ab- 
fent  from  the  army  on  the  fcore  of  aquarrel  through 
half  the  poem,  Rinaldo  muft  abfent  himfelf  jufl  as  long 
©n  the  like  account.  If  he  gives  his  hero  a  fuit  of  ce- 
lefllal  armoiir,^  Virgil  and  Taflb  make  the  fame  prefent- 
to  theirs.  Virgil  has  not  only  cbferved  this  cfofe  imii' 
Nation  of  Homer,  but,  where  he  had  not  led  the  way,  fup- 
plied  the  want  from  other  Greek  authors.  Thus  the 
•ftory  of  Simcn,  and  the  taking  of  Troy  was  copied  (I'ays 
Macrobius)  almoll  v\  ord  for  w-ord  from  Pifanderj  as  tha 
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loves  of  Dido  and  ^neas  are  taken  from  thofe  of  Me- 
■dea  and  Jafon  in  ApoUouius,  and  feveral  orhers  in  the 
fame  manner. 

To  proceed  to  the  Allegorical  Fable  :  if  we  refledl 
upon  thofe  innumerable  knowledges,  thofe  fecrets  of 
nature  and  phyfical  philofophy,  which  Homer  is  gene- 
rally fuppofed  to  have  wrapped  up  in  his  Allegories, 
what  a  new  and  ample  fcene  of  wonder  may  this  con- 
fideration  afford  us !  how  fertile  will  that  imagination 
appear,  which  was  able  to  clothe  all  the  properties  of 
elements,  the  qualifications  of  the  mind,  the  virtues 
and  vices,  in  forms  and  perfons ;  and  to  introduce  them 
into  adlions  agreeable  to  the  nature  of , the  things  they 
fliadovved!  This  is  a  field  in  which  nofucceeding  poets 
could  difpute  with  Homer  ;  and  whatever  commenda- 
tions have  been  allowed  them  on  this  head,  are  by  no 
means  for  their  invention  in  having  enlarged  his  circle, 
but  for  their  judgment  in  having  contra fted  it.  For 
when  the  mode  of  learning  changed  in  following  ages, 
and  fcience  was  delivered  in  a  plainer  manner;  it  then 
became  as  realbnable  in  the  more  modern  poets  to  lay- 
it  afide,  as  it  was  in  Homer  to  make  ufe  of  it.  And 
perhaps  it  was  no  unhappy  circumllance  for  Virgil,  that 
there  was  not  in  his  time  that  demand  upon  him  of  fo 
great  an  invention,  as  might  be  capable  of  furnilhing 
all  thofe  allegorical  parts  of  a  poem. 

The  marvellous  Fable  includes  whatever  is  fuperna- 
tural,  and  efpecially  the  machines  of  the  Gods.  He 
feems  the  firft  who  brought  them  into  a  fyftem  of  ma- 
chinery for  poetry,  and  fuch  a  one  as  makes  its  greateft 

importance 
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Importance  and  dignitr.  For  we  find  thofe  authors 
who  have  been  offended  at  the  literal  notion  of  the 
Godsjconftantly  laying  their  accufation  againft  Homer 
as  the  chief  I'apport  of  it.  But  whatever  caufe  there 
might  be  to  blame  his  machines  in  a  philofophical  or 
religious  view,  they  are  fo  perfedl  in  the  poetic,  that 
mankind  have  been  ever  fince  contented  to  follow^ 
them  :  none  have  been  able  to  enlarge  the  fphere  of 
poetry  beyond  the  limits  he  has  fet :  every  attempt  of 
this  nature  has  proved  unfuccefsful ;  and  after  all  the 
various  changes  of  times  and  religions,  his  Gods  con- 
tinue to  this  day  tlie  Gods  of  poetry. 

We  come  now  to  the  charafters  of  his  pcrfons  ;  and 
here  we  ftiall  find  no  author  has  ever  drawn  fo  many, 
with  fo  vifible  and  furprizing  a  variety,  or  given  us 
fuch  lively  and  afFefting  impreffions  of  them.  Every 
one  has  fomething  fo  fingularly  his  own,  that  no  pain- 
ter could  have  diftingnifhed  them  more  by  their  fea- 
tures, than  the  poet  has  by  their  manners.  Nothing 
can  be  more  exad  than  the  diftinclions  he  has  obferved 
in  the  different  degrees  of  virtues  and  vices.  The  fm- 
gle  quality  of  courage  is  wonderfully  diverfified  in  the 
feveral  charatters  of  the  Iliad.  That  of  Achilles  is 
furious  and  intraftable;  that  of  Diomede  forward,  yet 
liflening  to  advice,  and  fubjeft  to  command  ;  that  of 
Ajax  is  heavy,  and  felf-confiding  :  of  Hector,  aftive 
and  vigilant ;  the  courage  of  Agamemnon  is  infpirited 
by  love  of  empire  and  ambition ;  that  of  xMenclaus 
mixed  with  foftnefs  and  tendernefs  for  his  people  :  we 
find  in  Idomeneus  a  plain  direft  foidier,  in  Sarpedon 
B  4  a  gallanr 
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gallant  nnd  generous  one.  Nor  is  this  judicious  andi 
aftonifliing  diveriity  to  be  found  only  in  the  principal 
quality  which  conftitutes  the  main  of  each  charafter, 
but  even  in  the  under  parts  of  it,  to  which  he  takes 
care  to  give  a  tirafturc  of  that  principal  one.  For  ex- 
ample, the  main  charafters  of  Ulyfles  and  Neftor  con- 
i'lil  in  \nfdom  ;  and  they  are  diftinft  in  this,  that  the 
wifdom  of  one  is  artificial  and  various,  of  the  other 
natural,  open  and  regular.  But  they  have,  befides, 
characters  of  courage ;  and  this  quality  alfo  takes  a 
ditferent  turn  in  each  from  the  difference  of  his  pru- 
dence ;  for  one  in  the  war  depends  ftill  upon  caution, 
the  other  upon  experience.  It  would  be  endlefs  to  pro- 
duce inftances  of  thefe  kinds.  The  charafters  of  Vir-i 
gil  are  far  from  ftriking  us  in  this  open  manner ;  they 
lie  in  a  great  degree  hidden  and  undiftinguifhed,  and 
where  they  are  marked  moft  evidently,  affeft  us  not  in 
proportion  to  thofe  of  Homer.  His  charafters  of  va- 
lour are  much  alike;  even  that  of  Turnus  feems  no 
way  peculiar  but  as  it  is  in  a  fuperior  degree  ;  and  we 
fee  nothing  that  differences  the  courage  of  Mneftheus 
from  that  of  Sergefthus,  Cloanthus,  or  the  red:.  In  like 
manner  it  may  be  remarked  of  Statius's  heroes,  that 
an  air  of  impetuofity  runs  through  them  all  ;  the  fame 
horrid  and  fa  rage  courage  appears  in  his  Capaneus, 
Tydeus,  Hippomedon,  &c.  They  have  a  parity  of 
charafter,  which  makes  them  feem  brothers  of  one  fa- 
mily. I  believe  when  the  reader  is  led  into  this  track  of 
refleiftion,  if  he  will  purfue  it  through  the  Epic  and 
Tragic  writers,  he  will  be  convinced  how  infinitely 
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fiiperiof  in  this  point  the  Invention  of  Homer  was  to 
that  of  all  others. 

The  fpeeches  are  to  be  confidered  as  they  flow  from 
the  charadters,  being  perfeft  or  defedive  as  they  agree 
or  difagree  with  the  manners  of  thofe  who  utter  them. 
As  there  is  more  variety  of  characters  in  the  Iliad,  fo 
there  is  of  fpeeches,  than  in  any  other  poem.  Every 
thing  in  it  has  manners  (as  Ariftotle  expreffes  it)  that 
is,  every  thing  is  aded  or  fpoken.  It  is  hardly  credible 
in  a  work  of  fuch  length,  how  fmall  a  number  of  lines 
are  employed  in  narration.  In  Virgil  the  dramatic  part 
is  lefs  in  proportion  to  the  narrative;  and  the  fpeeches 
often  confift  of  general  refleftions  or  thoughts,  which 
might  be  equally  juft  in  any  perfon's  mouth  upon 
the  fame  occafion.  As  many  of  his  perfons  have  no  ap- 
parent chara»R;ers,  fo  many  of  his  fpeeches  efcape  being 
applied  and  judged  by  the  rule  of  propriety.  We  oft- 
ner  think  of  the  author  himfelf  when  we  read  Virgil, 
than  when  we  are  engaged  in  Homer  :  all  which  are 
the  efFeds  of  a  colder  invention,  that  interefts  us  lefs  in 
the  aftion  defcribed  :  Homer  makes  us  hearers,  and 
Virgil  leaves  us  readers. 

If  in  the  next  place  we  take  a  view  of  the  fentiments, 
the  fame  prefiding  faculty  is  eminent  in  the  fublimity 
and  fpirit  of  his  thoughts.  Longinus  has  given  his 
opinion,  that  it  was  in  this  part  Homer  principally  ex- 
celled. What  were  alone  fufficient  to  prove  the  gran- 
deur and  excellence  of  his  fentiments  in  general,  is, 
that  they  have  fo  remarkable  a  parity  with  thofe  of  the 
fcripturc  ;  Duport,  in  his  Gnomologia  Homerica,  has 
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collected  innumerable  inftances  of  this  fort.  And  it  is 
with  jufilce  an  excellent  modern  writer  allows,  that  if 
Virgil  has  not  fo  many  thoughts  that  are  low  and  vulgar, 
he  has  not  fo  many  that  are  fublime  and  noble ;  and 
that  the  Roman  author  feldom  rifes  into  very  aftonilh- 
ing  fentiraents,  where  he  is  not  fired  by  the  Iliad. 

If  we  obferve  his  defcriptions,  images,  and  fimiles, 
we  fliall  find  the  invention  (till  predominant.  To  what 
elfe  can  we  afcribe  that  vaft  coniprehenfion  of  images 
of  every  fort,  where  we  fee  each  circumftance  of  art, 
and  individual  of  nature  furamoned  together  by  the  ex- 
tent and  fecundity  of  his  imagination  ;  to  which  all 
things  in  their  various  views  prefented  themfelves 
in  an  inftant,  and  had  their  impreffions  taken  off  to 
perfeclion  at  a  heat  ?  Nay,  he  not  only  gives  us  the 
full  profpefts  of  things,  but  feveral  unexpefted  pecu- 
liarities and  fide-views,  unobferved  by  any  painter  but 
Homer.  Nothing  is  fo  furprizing  as  the  defcriptions 
of  his  battles,  which  take  up  no  lefs  than  half  the  Iliad, 
and  are  fupplied  with  fo  vafl  a  variety  of  incidents, 
that  no  one  bears  a  likencfs  to  another;  fuch  different 
kinds  of  deaths,  that  no  two  heroes  are  wounded  in 
the  fame  manner  ;  and  fuch  a  profofion  of  noble  ideas, 
that  every  battle  rifes  above  the  laft  in  greatnefs,  hor- 
ror, and  confufion.  It  is  certain  there  is  not  near  that 
number  of  images  and  defcriptions  in  any  Epic  Poet ; 
though  ever}'  one  has  aflifled  him.felf  with  a  great  quan- 
tity out  of  him  :  and  it  is  evident  of  Virgil  efpecially, 
that  he  has  fcarce  any comparifons  which  are  not  drawn 
from  his  mailer. 

If 
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If  we  defccnd  from  hence  to  the  expre/Tion,  we  fee 
the  bright  imagination  of  Homer,  fhining  out  in  the 
moft  enlivened  forms  of  it.  We  acknowledge  him  the 
father  of  poetical  diftion,  the  firft  who  taught  that  lan- 
guage of  the  Gods  to  men.  His  expreffion  is  like  the 
colouring  of  feme  great  matters,  which  difcovers  itfelf 
to  be  laid  on  boldly,  and  executed  with  rapidity.  It  it 
indeed  the  ftrongeft  and  moft  glowing  imaginable,  and 
touched  with  the  greateft  fpirit.  Ariftotle  had  reafon 
to  fay.  He  was  the  only  poet  who  had  found  out  living 
words  ;  there  are  in  him  more  daring  figures  and  me- 
taphors than  in  any  good  author  whatever.  An  arrow 
is  impatient  to  be  on  the  wing^  and  a  weapon  thirfls 
to  drink  the  blood  of  an  enemy,  and  the  like ;  yet  his 
expreffion  is  never  too  big  for  the  fenfe,  butjuftly  great 
in  proportion  to  it.  It  is  the  fentiment  that  fwells  and 
iills  out  the  didion,  which  rifes  with  it,  and  forms  it- 
felf about  it:  for  in  the  fame  degree  that  a  thought  is 
warmer,  an  expreffion  will  be  brighter ;  as  that  is  more 
Itrong,  this  will  become  more  perfpicuous :  like  glafs 
in  the  furnace,  which  grows  to  a  greater  magnitude, 
and  refines  to  a  greater  clearnefs,  only  as  the  breath 
within  is  more  powerful,  and  the  heat  more  intenfe. 

To  throw  his  language  more  out  of  profe.  Homer 
fcems  to  have  affected  the  compound  epithets.  This 
was  a  fort  of  compofition  peculiarly  proper  to  poetry, 
not  only  as  it  heightened  the  didion,  but  as  it  affifted 
and  filled  the  numbers  with  greater  found  and  pomp, 
2Dd  likewife  conduced  in  fome  meafure  to  thicken  the 
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images.  On  this  laft  confideration  I  cannot  but  aftri- 
bute  thefe  alfo  to  the  fruitfulnefs  of  his  invention,  fmct 
(as  he  has  managed  them)  they  are  a  fort  of  fuper- 
numerary  piduresof  the  perfons  or  things  to  which  they 
are  joined.  We  fee  the  motions  of  Hector's  plumes  in 
the  epithet  jjaft-GaioX'©-,  the  landfcape  of  Mount  Neri- 
tus  in  that  of  ilvr,a-l(p'j\A<^,  and  fo  of  others ;  which 
particular  images  could  not  have  been  infilled  upon  fo 
long  as  to  cxprefs  them,  in  a  defcription  (though  but  of 
a  fingle  line)  without  diverting  the  reader  too  much 
from  the  principal  aftion  or  figure.  As  a  metaphor  is 
a  fhort  fimile,  one  of  thefe  epithets  is  a  fhort  defcrip*- 
tion. 

Laftly,  if  we  confider  his  verfification,  we  fhall  be 
fenfible  what  a  fhare  of  praife  is  due  to  his  invention  in 
that.  He  was  not  fatisfiied  with  his  language  as  he 
found  it  fettled  m  any  one  part  of  Greece,  but  fearched 
through  its  differing  dialeds  with  this  particular  view, 
to  beautify  and  perfefl  his  numbers :  he  confidered 
thefe  as  they  had  a  greater  mixture  of  vowels  and  con- 
fonants,  and  accordingly  employed  them  as  the  verfe  re- 
quired either  a.  greater  fmootJinefs  or  ftrength.  What 
he  moft  affedled  was  the  Ionic,  which  has  a  peculiar 
fweetnefs  from  its  never  ufing  contraftions,  and  from 
its  cuftoxn  of  refolving  the  dipthongs  into  two  fylla- 
bles  ;  fo  as  to  make  the  words  open  themfelves  with  a 
more  fpreading  and  fonorous  fluency.  With  this  he 
mingled  the  Attic  contraftions,  the  broader  Doric, 
and  the  feebler  Eolic,  which  often  rejefts  its  afpirate, 
or  takes  off  its  accent ;  and  completed  this  variety  by 
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n^tenng  fome  letters  with  the  licence  of  poetry.  Thus 
his  meafiires,  iiiftead  of  being  fetters  to  his  fenfe,  were 
always  in  readinefs  to  run  along  with  the  warmth  of 
his  rapture,  and  even  to  give  a  farther  rcprefentation  of 
his  notions,  in  the  correfpondence  of  their  founds  to 
what  they  fignified.  Out  of  all  thefe  he  has  derived 
that  harmony,  which  makes  us  confefs  he  had  not  only 
the  richeft  head,  but  the  fineft  ear  in  the  world.  This 
is  fo  great  a  truth,  that  whoever  wiJl  but  confult  the 
tune  of  his  verfes,  even  without  underftanding  them 
(with  the  fame  fort  of  diligence  as  we  daily  fee  prac^tifed 
in  the  cafe  of  Italixn  Operas)  will  find  more  fweetnefs, 
variety,  and  majefty  of  found,  than  in  any  other  lan- 
guage or  poetry.  The  beauty  of  his  numbers  is  allow- 
ed by  the  criticks  to  be  copied  but  faintly  by  Virgil 
himfelf,  though  they  are  fo  jull:  to  afcribe  it  to  the  na- 
ture of  the  Latin  tongue  :  indeed  the  Greek  has  fome 
advantages  both  from  the  natural  found  of  its  words, 
and  the  turn  and  cadence  of  its  verfe,  which  agree  with 
the  genius  of  no  other  language  :  Virgil  was  very  fen- 
fible  of  this,  and  ufed  the  utmoft  diligence  in  working 
up  a  more  intraftable  language  to  whatfoever  graces  it 
was  capable  of;  an(J  in  particular  never  failed  to  bring 
the  found  of  his  line  to  a  beautiful  agreement  with  its 
fenfe.  If  the  Grecian  poet  has  not  been  fo  frequently 
celebrated  on  this  account  as  the  Roman,  the  only  rea- 
fbn  is  that  fewer  criticks  have  underftood  one  language 
than  the  other.  Dionyfius  of  Halicarnaflus  has  point- 
ed out  many  of  our  Author's  beauties  in  this  kind,  in 
his  trcatife  of  the  Compofition  of  Words.     It  fuffices 

at 
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at  prefent  to  obferve  of  his  numbers,  that  they  flow 
with  fo  much  eafe,  as  to  make  one  imagine  Homer 
had  no  other  care  than  to  tranfcribe  as  fall  as  the 
IVIufes  didated :  and  at  the  fame  time  with  fo  much 
force  and  infpired  vigour,  that  tliey  awaken  and  raife 
us  hke  the  found  of  a  trumpet.  They  roll  along  as  a 
plentiful  river,  always  in  motion,  and  always  full : 
while  we  are  borne  away  by  a  tide  of  verfe,  the  moft  ra- 
pid, and  yet  the  moil  fmooth  imaginable. 

Thus,  on  whatever  fide  we  contemplate  Homer,  what 
principally  ftrikes  us  is  his  Invention.  It  is  that  which 
forms  the  charafler  of  each  part  of  his  work  ;  and  ac- 
cordingly we  find  it  to  have  made  his  fable  more  extan- 
five  and  copious  than  any  other,  his  manners  more 
lively  and  ftrongly  marked,  his  fpeeches  more  affeding 
and  tranfported,  his  fenriments  more  warm  and  fub- 
lime,  his  images  and  defcriptions  are  full  and  animat- 
ed, his  expreffion  more  raifed  and  daring,  and  his 
numbers  more  rapid  and  various.  I  hope  in  what  has 
been  faid  of  Virgil  with  regard  to  any  of  thefe  heads, 
I  have  no  ways  derogated  from  his  charadler.  Nothing 
is  more  abfurd  or  endlefs,  than  the  common  method  of 
comparing  eminent  writers  by  an  oppofition  of  particu- 
lar paflages  in  them,  and  forming  a  judgment  from 
thence  of  their  merit  upon  the  wliole.  We  ought  to 
have  a  certain  knowledge  of  the  principal  charafter  and 
diftinguifhed  excellence  of  each  :  it  is  in  that  we  are 
to  confider  him,  and  in  proportion  to  his  degree  in  that 
%vt  are  to  admire  him.  No  author  or  man  ever  excel- 
led 
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ied  all  the  world  in  more  than  one  faculty ;  and  as  Ho- 
mer has  done  this  in  Invention,  Virgil  has  in  Judgment. 
Not  that  we  are  to  think  Komer  wanted  Judgment, 
becaufe  Virgil  had  it  in  a  more  eminent  degree ;  or  that 
Virgil  wanted  invention,  becaufe  Homer  pofleft  a  larger 
fliarc  of  it :  each  of  thefe  great  authors  had  more  of 
both  than  perhaps  any  man  befides,  and  are  only  faid 
to  have  lefs  in  comparifon  with  one  another.  Homer  was 
the  greater  genius,  Virgil  the  better  artift.  In  one  we 
moft  admire  the  man,  in  the  other  the  work  :  Homer 
hurries  and  tranfports  us  with  a  commanding  impe- 
tuofity,  Virgil  leads  us  with  an  attractive  majefty  : 
Homer  fcatters  with  a  generous  profufion,Virgil  bellows 
with  a  careful  magnificence  :  Homer,  like  the  Nile, 
pours  out  his  riches  with  a  boundlefs  overflow  ;  Virgil 
like  a  river  in  its  banks,  with  a  gentle  and  conftant 
ftream.  When  we  behold  their  battles,  metliinks  the 
two  poets  refemble  the  heroes  they  celebrate  :  Homer, 
boundlefs  and  irrefillable  as  Achilles,  bears  all  before 
him,  and  fhines  more  and  more  as  the  tumult  mcreafes ; 
Virgil,  calmly  daring  like  ^Eneas,  appears  undifturbed 
in  the  midft  of  the  aftion  ;  difpofes  all  about  him,  and 
conquers  v.ith  tranquillity.  And  when  we  look  upon 
their  machines.  Homer  feems  like  his  own  Jupiter  in 
his  terrors,  fhaking  Olympus,  fcattering  the  lightnings, 
and  firing  the  heavens ;  Virgil,  like  the  fame  power 
in  his  benevolence,  counfelling  with  the  Gods,  laying 
plans  for  empires,  and  regularly  ordering  his  whole 
cication,    • 

But. 
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But,  after  all,  it  is  with  great  parts,  as  with  great 
virtues ;  they  naturally  border  on  feme  imperfedion  ; 
and  it  is  often  hard  to  diftinguifh  exactly  where  the 
virtue  ends,  or  the  fault  begins.  As  prudence  may 
fometimes  fink  to  fufpicion,  fo  may  a  great  judgment 
decline  to  coldnefs;  and  as  magnanimky  may  run  up  to 
profufion  or  extravagance,  fo  may  a  great  invention  to 
redundancy  or  wildnefs.  If  we  look  upon  Homer  in 
this  view,  we  (hall  perceive  the  chief  objedions  againft 
him  to  proceed  from  fo  noble  a  caufe  as  the  excefs  of 
this  faculty. 

Among  thefe  we  may  reckon  fome  of  his  Marvellous 
Fiftions,  upon  which  fo  much  criticifm  has  been  fpcnt, 
as  furpaffing  all  the  bounds  of  probability.  Perhaps  it 
may  be  with  great  and  fuperior  fouls,  as  w  ith  gigantic 
bodies,  which  exerting  themfehes  v.ith  unufual 
ftrength,  exceed  what  is  commonly  thought  the  due 
proportion  of  parts,  to  become  miracles  in  the  whole  ; 
and  like  the  old  heroes  of  that  make,  commit  fome- 
thing  near  extravagance,  amidfl;  a  feries  of  glories  and 
inimitable  performances.  Thus  Homer  Iras  his  fpeak 
ing  horfes,  and  Virgil  his  myrtles  diftilling  blood, 
where  the  latter  has  not  fo  much  as  contrived  the  eafy 
intervention  of  a  Deity  to  fave  the  probability. 

It  is  owing  to  the  fame  vaft  invention,  that  his  fimiles 
have  been  thought  too  exuberant  and  full  of  circum- 
ftances.  The  force  of  this  faculty  is  feen  in  nothing 
more,  than  in  its  inability  to  confine  itfelf  to  that  finglc 
circumftance  upon  which  the  comparifon  it  grounded  ; 
it  runs  out  into  embellifhments  of  additional  images, 
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wlftch  however  are  fo  managed  as  not  to  overpower  the 
main  one.  His  fimiles  are  like  piftures,  where  the 
principal  figure  has  not  only  its  proportion  given  agree- 
ably to  the  original,  but  is  alfo  fet  off  with  occafional 
ornaments  and  profpefts.  The  fame  will  account  for 
his  manner  of  heaping  a  number  of  comparifons  toge- 
ther in  one  breath,  when  his  fancy  fuggeftcd  to  him  at 
once  fo  many  various  and  correfpondent  images.  The 
reader  will  eafily  extend  this  obfervation  to  more  ob- 
jeftions  of  the  fame  kind 

If  there  are  others  which  feem  rather  to  charge  him 
with  a  defed  or  narrownefs  of  genius,  than  an  excefs 
of  it ;  thofe  feeming  defeds  will  be  found  upon  exami- 
nation -to  proceed  wholly  from  the  nature  of  the  times 
he  lived  in.  Such  are  his  grcfler  reprefentations  of  the 
Gods,  and  the  vicious  and  imperfeft  manners  of  his  He- 
roes ;  but  I  muft  here  fpeak  a  word  of  the  latter,  as  it  is 
a  point  generally  carried  intoextremes,  both  by  thecen- 
furers  and  defenders  of  Homer.  It  muft  be  a  ftrange 
partiality  to  antiquity,  to  think  with  madam  Dacier, 
♦'  that  *  thofe  times  and  manners  are  fo  much  the  more 
"  excellent,  as  they  are  more  contrary  to  ours,"  Who 
can  be  fo  prejudiced  in  their  favour  as  to  magnify  the 
felicity  of  thofe  ages,  when  a  fpirit  of  revengeand  cruelty, 
joined  with  the  praftice  of  rapine  and  robbery,  reigned 
through  the  world  ;  when  no  mercy  was  fhewn  but  for 
the  fake  of  lucre,  when  the  greateft  princes  were  put  to 
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the  fword,  and  their  wives  and  daughters  made  flares 
and  concubines  ?  On  the  other  fide,  I  vi'ould  not  be  fo 
delicate  as  thofe  modern  criticks,  who  are  fhocked  at 
the  fervile  ofHces  and  mean  employments  in  which  we 
fometimes  fee  the  heroes  of  Homer  engaged.  There  is 
a  pleafure  in  taking  a  view  of  that  fimplicity,  in  oppo- 
fition  to  the  luxury  of  fucceeding  ages;  in  beholding 
monarchs  without  their  guards,  princes  tending  their 
flocks,  and  princefTes  drawing  water  from  the  fprings. 
When  we  read  Homer,  we  ought  to  refxcd  that  we  are 
j-eading  the  moft  ancient  author  in  the  heathen  world  ; 
and  thofe  who  confider  him  in  this  light,  will  double 
their  pleafure  in  the  perufal  of  him.  Let  them  think 
they  are  growing  acquainted  with  nations  and  people 
that  are  now  no  more ;  that  they  are  ftepping  almoft 
three  thoufand  years  back  into  the  remoteft  antiquity^ 
and  entertaining therafelvesv.ith  a  clear  and  furprizing 
vif.cn  of  things  no  where  elfe  to  be  found,  the  only  true 
mirror  of  that  ancient  world.  By  this  means  alone 
their  greateft  obitacles  will  vanifli ;  and  what  ufually 
treates  their  diflike,  will  become  a  fatisfaftion. 

This  confideration  may  farther  ferve  to  anfwer  for 
the  conftant  ufe  of  the  fame  epith.ets  to  his  Gods  and 
heroes,  fuch  as  the  far-darting  Phoebus,  the  blue-eyed 
Pallas,  the  fwift-footed  Achilles,  &c.  which  fomehave 
cenfured  as  impertinent  and  tedioufly  repeated.  Thofe 
of  the  Gods  depended  upon  the  powers  and  offices  then 
believed  to  belong  to  them,  and  had  contrafted  a  weiglit 
and  veneration  from  the  rites  and  folemn  devotions  in 

which 
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Wiiich  they  were  ufed :  they  were  a  fort  of  attributes, 
with  which  it  was  a  matter  of  religion  to  falute  them 
on  all  occafions,  and  which  it  was  an  irreverence  to 
omit.  As  for  the  epithets  of  great  men,  Monf.  Boileau 
is  of  opinion,  that  they  were  in  the  nature  of  furnames, 
and  repeated  as  fuch  ;  for  the  Greeks,  having  no  names 
derived  from  their  fathers,  we.re  obliged  to  add  fome 
other  diftindlion  of  each  perfon  ;  either  naming  his  pa- 
rents exprefsly,  or  his  place  of  birth,  profeffion,  or  the 
like  :  as  Alexander  the  fon  of  Philip,  -Herodotus  of 
Halicarnaflus,  Diogenes  the  Cynic,  &c.  Homer  there- 
fore, complying  with  the  cuftom  of  his  country,  ufed 
fuch  diftindive  additions  as  better  agreed  with  poetry. 
And  indeed  we  have  fom.ething  parallel  to  thefe  in  mo- 
dern times,  fuch  as  the  names  of  Harold  Harefoot^ 
Edmund  Ironfide,  Edward  Long-fnanks,  Edward  the 
Black  Prince,  &c.  If  yet  this  be  thought  to  account 
better  for  the  propriety  than  for  the  repetition,  I  Ihall 
add  a  farther  conjeflure.  Hefiod,  dividing  the  world 
into  its  different  ages,  has  placed  a  fourth  age  between 
the  brazen  and  the  iron  one,  of  "  Heroes  dillinft  from 
other  men  :  a  divine  race,  who  fought  at  Thebes  and 
Troy,  are  called  Demi-Gods,  and  live  by  the  care  of 
Jupiter  in  the  iflands  of  the  blefled.*  Now  among 
the  divine  honours  which  were  paid  them,  they  might 
have  this  alfo  in  common  with  the  Gods,  not  to  be 
nientioi\ed  v^fithout  the  folemnity  of  an  epithet,  and  fuck 
C  2  as 
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as  might  be  acceptable  to  them  by  its  celebrating  their 
families,  aftions,  or  qualities. 

What  other  cavils  have  been  raifed  againft  Homer, 
are  fuch  as  hardly  defence  a  reply,  but  will  yet  be 
taken  notice  of  as  they  occur  in  the  courfe  of  the  work. 
Many  have  been  occafioned  by  an  injudicious  endea- 
vour to  exalt  Virgil ;  which  is  much  the  fame,  as  if 
one  fhculd  think  to  raife  thefuperflructure  by  undermin- 
ing the  foundation  :  one  would  imagine,  by  the  whole 
courfe  of  their  parallels,  that  thefe  criticks  never  fo 
much  as  heard  of  Homer's  having  written  firft  :  a  con- 
fideration  which  whoever  compares  thefe  two  poets, 
ought  to  have  always  in  his  eye.  Some  accufe  him  for 
the  fame  things  which  they  overlook  or  praife  in  the 
other  ;  as  when  they  prefer  the  fable  and  moral  of  the 
iEneis  to  thofe  of  the  Iliad,  for  the  fame  reafons  which 
mightfetthe  OdyfTesabove  the^Eneis :  as  that  the  hero 
is  a  wifer  man  :  and  the  aftion  of  the  one  more  bene- 
ficial to  his  countr)'  than  that  of  the  other ;  or  elfe  they 
blame  him  for  not  doing  what  he  never  defigned ;  as 
becaufe  Achilles  is  not  as  good  and  perfeft  a  prince  as 
JEneas,  when  the  very  moral  of  his  poem  required  a 
contraT}'-  charafter  :  it  is  thus  that  Rapin  judges  in  his 
com.parifon  of  Homer  and  Virgil.  Others  felefi:  thofe 
particular  pafTages  of  Homer,  which  are  not  fo  laboured 
as  fome  that  Virgil  drew  out  of  them  ;  this  is  the  whole 
management  of  Scaliger  in  his  Poetics.  Others  quar- 
rel with  what  they  take  for  low  and  mean  expreffions, 
/ometimes  through  a  falfe  delicacy  and  refinement,  oft- 
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ncr  from  an  ignorance  of  the  graces  of  the  original ; 
and  then  triumph  in  the  aukwardnefs  of  their  own  tranf- 
lations ;  this  is  the  condud  of  Perault  in  his  Parallels^ 
Laftly,  there  are  others,  who,  pretending  to  a  fairer  pro- 
ceeding, diftinguifh  between  the  perfonal  merit  of  Ho- 
mer, and  that  of  his  work;  but  when  they  come  to 
affign  the  caufes  of  the  great  reputation  of  the  Iliad, 
they  found  it  upon  the  ignorance  of  his  times  and  the 
prejudice  cf  thofe  that  followed :  and  in  purfuance  of 
this  principle,  they  make  thofe  accidents  (fuch  as  the 
contention  of  the  cities,  &c.)  to  be  the  caufes  of  his 
fame,  which  were  in  reality  the  confequences  of  his  me- 
rit. The  fame  might  as  well  be  faid  of  Virgil,  or  any 
great  author,  whofe  general  charadler  will  infallibly 
raife  many  cafual  additions  to  their  reputation.  This 
is  the  method  of  Monf.  de  la  Motte ;  who  yet  confefles 
upon  the  whole,  that  in  whatever  age  Homer  had  lived, 
he  muft  have  been  the  greateft  poet  of  his  nation,  and 
that  he  may  be  faid  in  this  fenfe  to  be  the  mafter  evea 
of  thofe  who  furpafTed  him. 

In  all  thefe  objedions  we  fee  nothing  that  contradicts 
his  title  to  the  honour  of  the  chief  Invention ;  and  as 
long  as  this  (which  is  indeed  the  charafteriftic  of  poetry 
itfelf)  remains  unequalled  by  his  followers,  heitill  con- 
tinues fuperior  to  them.  A  cooler  judgment  mav  com- 
mit fewer  faults,  and  be  more  approved  in  the  eves  of 
one  fort  of  criticks :  but  that  warmth  of  fancy  will  carry 
the  loudeft  and  moft  univerfal  applaufes,  which  holds 
the  heart  of  a  reader  under  the  ftrongefl  enchantment. 
C  3  Homer 
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Homer  not  only  appears  the  Inventor  of  poetry,  but  ex- 
cels all  the  inventors  of  other  arts  in  this,  that  he  has 
fwallowed  up  the  honour  of  thofe  who  fucceeded  him. 
What  he  has  done  admitted  no  increafe,  it  only  left 
room  for  contraction  or  regulation.  He  fliewed  all 
the  llretch  of  fancy  at  once;  and  if  he  has  failed  in 
fome  of  his  flights,  it  was  but  becaufe  he  attempted 
every  thing.  A  work  of  this  kind  feems  like  a  mighty 
tree  which  rifes  from  the  moft  vigorous  feed,  is  improv- 
ed with  induftry,  flouriflies,  and  produces  the  fincfl: 
fruit ;  Nature  and  Art  confpiretoraifeit ;  pleafureand 
profit  join  to  make  it  valuable :  and  they  who  find  the 
juftefl:  faults,  have  only  faid,  that  a  few  branches  (which 
run  luxuriant  through  a  richnefs  of  nature)  might  be 
lopped  into  form  to  give  it  a  more  regular  appearance. 

Having  now  fpoken  of  the  beauties  and  defeds  of 
the  original,  it  remains  to  treat  of  thetranflation,  with 
the  fam.e  view  to  the  chief  charafteriftic.  As  far  as 
tha:  is  feen  in  the  main  parts  of  the  poem,  fuch  as  the 
Fable,  Manners,  and  Sentiments,  no  tranflator  can  pre- 
judice it  but  by  v/ilful  omiffions  or  contraftions.  As 
it  alfo  breaks  out  in  every  particular  image,  defcription, 
and  fimile ;  whoever  leffens  or  too  much  foftens  thofe, 
takes  off  from  this  chief  charafter.  It  is  the  firft  grand 
duty  of  an  interpreter  to  give  his  author  entire  and  un- 
maimed ;  and  for  the  reft,  the  diftion  and  verfification 
only  are  his  proper  province ;  fince  thefe  muft  be'his 
cwn ;  but  the  others  he  is  to  take  as  he  finds  them. 

It  fliould  then  be  confidered  what  methods  may  afford 
ferae  ecjuivalent  in  our  language  for  the  graces  of  thefe 

in 
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in  the  Greek.  It  is  certain  no  literal  tranflation  can  he 
jufl:  to  an  excellent  original  in  a  fuperior  language  : 
but  it  is  a  great  miftake  to  imagine  (as  many  have  done) 
that  a  rafh  paraphrafe  can  make  amends  for  this  general 
defeft ;  which  is  no  lefs  in  danger  to  lofe  the  fpirit  of 
an  ancient,  by  deviating  into  the  modern  manners  of 
expreffion.  If  there  be  fometimes  a  darknefs,  there  is 
often  a  light  in  antiquity,  which  nothing  better  pre- 
ferves  than  a  verfion  almoft  literal.  I  know  no  liberties 
one  ought  to  take,  but  thofe  which  are  necefiary  for 
transfufing  the  fpirit  of  the  original,  and  fupporting 
the  poetical  ftyle  of  the  tranflation  :  and  I  will  venture 
to  fay,  there  have  not  been  more  men  mifled  in  former 
times  by  a  fervile  dull  adherence  to  the  latter,  than  have 
been  deluded  in  ours  by  a  chimerical  infolent  hope  of 
raifmg  and  improving  their  author;  It  is  not  to  be  doubt- 
ed that  the  Fire  of  the  poem  is  what  a  tranllator  (hobld 
principally  regard,  as  it  is  moft  likely  to  expire  in  his 
managing  :  hou-ever  it  is  the  fafeft  way  to  be  content 
with  prefervingtbis  to  tlie  utmoft  in  the  whole,  without 
■endeavouring  to  be  more  than  he  finds  his  autlior  is  in 
any  particular  place.  It  is  a  great  fecret  in  writing,  to 
know  when  to  be  plain,  and  when  poetical  and  figura- 
tive ;  and  it  is  what  Homer  will  teach  us,  if  we  will  but 
follow  modeftly  in  his  footfteps.  Where  his  diftion  is 
bold  and  lofty,  let  us  raife  ours  as  high  as  we  can  ;  but 
where  his  is  plain  and  humble,  we  ought  not  to  be  de- 
terred from  imitating  him  by  the  fear  of  incurring  the 
cenfure  of  a  mere  Englilh  critick.  Nothing  that  belongs 
to  Homer  feems  to  ha->  e  been  more  commonly  miftaken 
C  4  than 
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than  the  juft  pitch  of  his  ftyle;  fome  of  his  tranflators 
having  fwelled  into  fuftian,  in  a  proud  confidence  of  the 
fublime  ;  others  funk  into  flatnefs,  in  a  cold  and  timo- 
rous notion  of  (implicity .  Methinks  I  fee  thefe  different 
followers  of  Homer,  fome  fweating  and  draining  after 
him  by  violent  leaps  and  bounds  (the  certain  figns  of 
falfe  mettle) ;  others  flowly  and  fervilcly  creeping  in  his 
train,  while  the  poet  himfelf  is  all  the  time  proceeding 
with  an  unaffeded  and  equal  majefty  before  them;  How- 
ever, of  the  two  extremes,  one  would  fooner  pardon  frenzy 
than  frigidity  :  no  author  is  to  be  envied  for  fuch  com- 
mendations as  he  may  gain  by  that  character  of  ftyle, 
which  his  friends  muft  agree  together  to  call  fimplicity, 
and  the  reft  of  the  world  v.'ill  call  dullnefs.  There  is  a 
graceful  and  dignified  fimplicity ,  as  well  as  a  bold  and 
fordid  one,  which  differ  as  much  from  each  other  as 
the  air  of  a  plain  man  from  that  of  a  floven  :  it  is  one 
thing  to  be  tricked  up,  and  another  not  to  be  dreffed  at 
all.  Simplicity  is  the  mean  betw  een  oftentation  and  ruf- 
ticity. 

This  pure  and  noble  fimplicity  is  no  where  in  fuch 
perfedion  as  in  the  Scripture  and  our  Author:  One  may 
affirm,  with  all  refpeft  to  the  infpired  Writings,  that 
the  Divine  Spirit  made  ufe  of  no  other  words  but  what 
were  intelligible  and  common  to  men  at  that  time,  and 
in  that  part  of  the  world  ;  and  as  Homer  is  the  author 
neareft  to  thofe,  his  ftyle  muft  of  ccurfe  bear  a  greater 
jefemblance  to  the  facred  books  than  that  of  any  other 
writer.  This  confideration  (together  with  what  has 
been  obferved  of  the  purity  of  fome  of  his  thoughts) 
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may  methinks  induce  a  tranflator  on  the  one  hand  to 
give  into  feveral  of  thofe  general  phrafes  and  manners  of 
expreffion,  which  have  attained  a  veneration  even  in 
cur  language  from  being  ufed  in  the  Old  Teftament ; 
as  on  the  other,  to  avoid  thofe  which  have  been  appro- 
priated to  the  Di\'inity,  and  in  a  manner  configned  to 
myftery  and  religion. 

For  a  farther  prefervation  of  this  air  of  fimpllcity,  a 
particular  care  fhould  be  taken  to  exprefs  with  all  plain- 
nefs  thofe  moral  fentences  and  proverbial  fpeeches  which 
are  fo  numerous  in  this  poet.  They  have  fomething 
venerable,  and  as  I  may  fay  oracular,  in  that  unadorned 
gravity  and  fhortnefs  with  which  they  are  delivered  :  a 
grace  v.-hich  would  be  utterly  loft  by  endeavouring  to 
give  them  what  we  call  a  more  ingenious  (that  is,  a 
more  modern)  turn  in  the  paraphrafe. 

Perhaps  the  mixture  of  fome  Grsecifms  and  old  words 
after  the  manner  of  Milton,  if  done  without  too  much 
affcftation,  might  not  have  an  ill  efFeft  in  a  verfion  of 
this  particular  work,  which  moft  of  any  other  feems  to 
require  a  venerable  antique  caft.  But  certainly  the  ufe 
of  modern  terms  of  war  and  government,  fuch  as  pla- 
toon, campaign,  junto,  or  the  like  (into  which  fome  of 
his  tranflators  have  fallen)  cannot  be  allowable;  thofe 
only  excepted,  without  which  it  is  impoffible  to  treat 
the  fubjefts  in  any  living  language. 

There  are  two  peculiarities  in  Homer's  diflion  which 
arc  a  fort  of  marks,  or  moles,  by  which  every  common 
eye  diftinguiflies  him  at  firft  fight :  thofe  who  are  not 
his  gr.-ateft  admirers  look  upon  them  as  defeds,  and 
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thofe  who  are  feem  pleafed  with  them  as  beauties.  I 
fpeak  of  his  compound  epithets,  and  of  his  repeti- 
tions. Many  of  the  former  cannot  he  done  literally 
into  Englifh  without  deftroying  the  purity  of  our  lan- 
guage. I  l">elieve  fuch  fhould  be  retained  as  Aide 
eafily  of  themfelves  into  an  Englifh  compound,  without 
violence  to  the  ear  or  to  the  received  rules  of  compo- 
fition  ;  as  well  as  thofe  which  have  received  a  fanftion 
from  the  authority  of  our  beft  poets,  and  are  become 
familiar  through  their  ufe  of  them ;  fuch  as  the  cloud- 
compelling  |o^  e,  &c.  As  for  the  reft,  whenever  any 
can  be  as  fully  and  fignificantly  expreft  in  a  fmgle 
word  as  in  a  compound  one,  the  courfe  to  be  taken  is 
obvious. 

Some  that  cannot  be  fo  turned  as  to  preferve  their 
full  image  by  one  or  two  words,  may  have  juftice 
done  them  by  circumlocution:  as  the  epithet  £tvoo-ifi;V.o? 
to  a  mountain,  would  appear  little  or  ridiculous  tranf- 
lated  literally  "  leaf-ihaking,"  but  affords  a  majeftic  idea 
in  the  periphrafis :  "  The  lofty  mountain  fhakes  his 
waving  woods."  Others  that  admit  of  diirering  figni- 
ntations,  may  receive  an  advantage  by  a  judicious 
variation  according  to  the  occafions  on  which  they  are 
introduced.  For  example,  the  epithet  of  Apollo, 
£y.rG,ohoc,  or  "  far-fnooting"  is  capable  of  two  explica- 
tions ;  one  literal,  in  refpecl  to  the  darts  and  bow,  the 
enfignsofthat  God;  the  other  allegorical,  with  regard 
to  the  rays  of  the  fun  :  therefore,  in  fuch  places  v/here 
Apollo  is-reprefented  as  a  God  in  perfon,  I  would  ufe 
tlic  former  interpretation ;  and  where  the  effeifts  of  the 
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fun  are  defcribed,  I  would  make  choice  of  the  latter. 
Upon  the  whole,  it  will  be  neceffary  to  avoid  that  per- 
petual repetition  of  the  fame  epithets  which  we  find 
in  Homer;  and  which,  though  it  might  be  accommo- 
dated (as  has  been  already  fhewn)  to  the  ear  of  thofe 
times,  is  by  no  means  fo  to  ours:  but  one  may  wait 
for  opportunities  of  placing  them,  where  they  derive 
an  additional  beauty  from  the  occafions  on  tvhich  they 
are  employed ;  and  in  doing  this  properly,  a  tranflator 
may  at  once  fhew  his  fancy  and  his  judgment. 

As  for  Homer's  repetitions,  we  ntay  divide  them  in- 
to three  forts;  of  v/hole  narrations  and  fpeeches,  of 
fmgle  fentences,  and  of  one  verfe  or  hemiftich.  I 
hope  it  is  not  impoflible  to  have  fuch  a  regard  to  thefe, 
as  neither  to  lofe  fo  known  a  mark  of  the  Author  on. 
the  one  hand,  nor  to  offend  the  reader  too  much  on 
the  other.  The  repetition  is  not  ungraceful  in  thofe 
fpeeches  where  the  dignity  of  the  fpeaker  renders  it  a 
Tort  of  infolence  to  alter  his  words;  as  in  the  meffages 
from  Gods  to  men,  or  from  higher  powers  to  inferi- 
ors in  concerns  of  ftate,  cr  where  the  ceremonial  of 
religion  feems  to  require  it,  in  the  folemn  forms  of 
prayers,  oaths,  or  the  like.  In  other  cafes,  I  believe, 
the  bell  rule  is,  to  be  guided  by  the  nearnefs,  or  dif- 
tance,  at  which  the  repetitions  are  placed  in  the  origi- 
nal :  when  they  follov/  too  clofe,  one  may  vary  the 
exprefilon;  but  it  is  a  queftion  whether  a  profeffed 
tranflator  be  authorifed  to  omit  any  :  if  they  be  tedious, 
the  author  is  to  anfwer  for  it. 

It  only  remains  to  fix-ak  of  the  ',  erfification.  Ho- 
mer 


aS  PREFACE. 

mer  (as  has  been  faid)  is  perpetually  applying  tliz 
found  to  the  (enk,  and  varying  it  on  every  new  fub- 
jeft.  This  is  indeed  one  of  the  moft  exquifite  beau- 
ties of  poetry,  and  attainable  by  very  few :  I  know 
only  of  Homer  eminent  for  it  in  the  Greek,  and  Vir- 
gil in  Latin.  I  am  fenfible  it  is  what  may  fometimes 
happen  by  chance,  when  a  writer  is  warm,  and  fully 
poiTeft  of  his  image:  however  it  may  be  reafonably 
believed  they  defigned  this,  in  whofe  verfe  it  fo  ma- 
nifeftly  appears  in  a  fuperior  degree  to  all  others.  Few 
readers  have  the  ear  to  be  judges  of  it ;  but  thofe  who 
have,  will  fee  I  have  endeavoured  at  this  beauty. 

Upon  the  whole,  I  muft  confefs  myfelf  utterly  in- 
capable of  doing  juftice  to  Homer.  I  attempt  him  in 
no  other  hope  but  that  which  one  may  entertain  with- 
out much  vanity,  of  giving  a  more  tolerable  copy  of 
him  than  any  entire  tranflation  in  verfe  has  yet  done. 
We  have  only  thofe  of  Chapman,  Hobbes,  and  Ogil-- 
by.  Chapman  has  taken  the  advantage  of  an  im- 
meafurable  length  of  verfe,  notwithftanding  which, 
there  is  fcarce  any  paraphrafe  more  loofe  and  rambling 
than  his.  He  has  frequent  interpolations  of  four  or 
fix  lines,  and  I  remember  one  in  the  thirteenth  book 
of  the  Odyffes,  ver.  312.  where  he  has  fpun  tv/enty 
verfes  out  of  two.  He  is  often  miftaken  in  fo  bold  a 
manner,  that  one  might  think  he  deviated  on  purpofe, 
if  he  did  not  in  other  places  of  his  notes  infift  fo  much 
upon  verbal  trifles.  He  appears  to  have  had  a  ftrong 
afFeftation  of  extracting  new  meanings  out  of  his  au- 
thor, infomuch  as  to  promife,  in  his  rhyming  pre- 
face. 
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f;ice,  a  poem  0^  the  myrceries  he  had  revealed  in  Ho- 
mer :  and  perhaps  he  endeavoured  to  ftrain  the  obA'i- 
oiis  fenfe  to  this  end.  His  exprefiion  is  involved  in 
fuftian,  a  fault  for  which  he  was  remarkable  in  his 
original  writings,  as  in  the  tragedy  of  BulTy  d'Am- 
boife.  Sec.  In  a  word,  the  nature  of  the  man  may 
account  for  his  whole  performance;  for  he  appears 
from  his  preface  and  remarks  to  have  been  of  an  arro- 
gant turn,  and  an  enthufiaft  in  poetry.  His  own  boaft 
of  having  finifhed  half  the  Iliad  in  lefs  than  fifteen 
weeks,  fhews  with  what  negligence  his  verfion  was  per- 
formed. But  that  which  is  to  be  allowed  him,  and 
which  very  much  contributed  to  cover  his  defeds,  is  a 
daring  fiery  fpirit  that  animates  his  tranflation,  which  is 
ibmething  like  what  one  might  imagine  Homer  himfelf 
would  have  writ  before  he  arrived  at  years  of  difcretion. 

Hobbes  has  given  us  a  correcl  explanation  of  the 
fenfe  in  general ;  but  for  particulars  and  circumftances 
he  continually  lops  them,  and  often  omits  the  moft 
beautiful.  As  for  its  being  efteemed  a  clofe  tranfla- 
tion, I  doubt  not  many  have  been  led  into  that  error 
by  the  Ihortnefs  of  it,  which  proceeds  not  from  his  fol- 
lowing the  original  line  by  line,  but  from  the  con- 
traftions  abovementioned.  He  fometimes  omits  whole 
fimilies  and  fentences,  and  is  novv  and  then  guilty  of 
miftakes,  into  which  no  writer  of  his  learning  could 
•have  fallen,  but  through  careleffnefs.  His  poetry,  as 
well  as  Ogilby's,  is  too  mean  for  criticifm. 

It  is  a  great  lofs  to  the  poetical  world  that  Mr. 
Drj'den  did  not  live  to  tranflate  the  liiad.     He  has 
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left  us  only  the  firft  book,  and  a  fmall  part  of  the 
fixth ;  in  which  if  he  has  in  feme  places  not  truly  in- 
terpreted the  fenfe,  or  preferred  the  antiquities,  it 
ought  to  be  excufed  on  account  of  the  hafte  he  was 
obliged  to  write  in.  He  feems  to  have  had  too  much 
reward  to  Chapman,  whofe  words  he  fometimes  copies, 
and  has  unhappily  followed  him  in  paffages  where  he 
v\anders  from  the  original.  However,  had  he  tranf- 
lated  the  whole  work,  I  would  no  more  have  attempted 
Homer  after  him  than  Virgil,  his  verfion  of  whom 
(notwithllaudingfome  human  errors}  is  the  moft  noble 
and  fpirited  tranflation  I  know  in  any  language.  But 
the  fate  of  great  geniufes  is  like  that  of  great  minifters : 
though  they  are  confeffedly  the  firft  in  the  common- 
wealth of  letters,  they  muft  be  envied  and  calumniated 
only  for  being  at  the  head  of  it. 

That  which  in  my  opinion  ought  to  be  the  endeavour 
of  any  one  who  tranflates  Homer,  is  above  all  things 
to  keep  alive  that  fpirit  and  fire  which  makes  his 
chief  character :  in  particular  places,  where  the  fenfe  can 
bear  any  doubt,  to  follow  the  ftrongeft  and  moft  poeti- 
cal, as  moft  agreeing  with  that  charafter;  to  copy 
him  in  all  the  variations  of  his  ftyle,  and  the  different 
modulations  of  his  numbers ;  to  preferve,  in  the  more 
aftive  or  defcriptive  parts,  a  vvarmth  and  elevation; 
in  the  mere  fedate  or  narrative,  a  plainnefs  and 
folem-nity;  in  the  fpeeches,  a  fullnefs  and  perfpicuity;, 
in  the  fentences,  a  (hortnefs  and  gravity :  not  to  ne- 
glcft  even  the  little  figures  and  turns  on  the  words, 
nor  fometimes  the  very  cait  of  the  periods;  neither  to 
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omit  nor  confound  any  rites  or  cuftoms  of  antiquity  * 
perhaps  too  he  ought  to  in<:lucle  the  whole  in  a  fnorter 
compafs,  than  has  hitherto  been  done  by  any  tranfla- 
tor  who  has  tolerably  preferved  either  the  fenfe  or 
poetry.  What  I  would  farther  recommend  to  him,  is 
to  ftudy  his  author  rather  from  his  own  text,  than 
from  any  commentaries,  how  learned  foever,  or  what- 
ever figure  they  may  make  in  the  eflimation  of  the 
world  ;  to  confider  him  attentively  in  comparifon  with 
Virgil  above  all  the  ancients,  and  with  Milton  above 
all  the  m.oderns.  Next  thefe,  the  archbifhop  of  Cam- 
bray's  Telemachus  may  give  him  the  trueft  idea  of 
the  fpirit  and  turn  of  our  author,  and  Boffu's  admi- 
rable treatife  of  the  Epic  poem  the  jufteft  notion  of 
his  defign  and  conduct.  But  after  all,  with  whatever 
judgment  and  ftudy  a  man  may  proceed,  or  with  what- 
ever happinefs  he  may  perform  luch  a  work,  he  muft 
hope  to  pleafe  but  a  few  ;  thofe  only  who  have  at  once 
a  tafte  of  poetry,  and  competent  learning.  For  to 
fatisfy  fuch  as  want  either,  is  not  in  the  nature  of  this 
undertaking ;  fmce  a  mere  modern  wit  can  like  no- 
thing that  is  not  modern,  and  a  pedant  nothing  that  is 
not  G  reek. 

What  I  have  done  is  fubmitted  to  the  Publick,  from 
whofe  opinions  I  am  prepared  to  learn  ;  though  I  fear 
no  judges  fo  little  as  our  beft  poets,  who  are  molt 
fenfible  of  the  weight  of  this  tafk.  As  for  the  worft, 
whatever  they  Ihall  pleafe  to  fay,  th&y  may  give  me 
fome  concern  as  they  are  unhappy  men,  but  none  as 
they    arc  malignant  writers.        1  was  guided  in  this 
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tranflation  by  judgments  very  different  from  theirs, 
and  by  pcrfons  for  whom  they  can  have  no  kindnefs, 
if  an  old  obfervation  be  true,  that  the  ftrongeft  anti- 
pathy in  the  world  is  that  of  fools  to  men  of  wit. 
Mr.  Addifon  was  the  firft  whofe  advice  determined  me 
to  undertake  this  tafk,  who  was  pleafed  to  write  to  me 
upon  that  occafion  in  fuch  terms  as  I  cannot  repeat 
without  vanity.  I  was  obliged  to  Sir  Richard  Steele 
for  a  very  early  recommendation  of  my  undertaking  to 
the  publick.  Dr.  Swift  promoted  my  intereft  with 
that  warmth  with  which  he  always  fcrves  his  friend. 
The  humanity  and  franknefs  of  Sir  Samuel  Garth  are 
what  I  never  knew  wanting  on  any  occafion.  I  muft 
alfo  acknowledge,  with  infinite  pleafure,  the  many 
friendly  ofHces,  as  well  as  fincere  criticifms  of  Mr. 
Congreve,  who  had  led  me  the  v.ay  in  tranfiating  fome 
parts  of  Homer ;  as  I  wifh  for  the  fake  of  the  world  he 
had  prevented  me  the  reft.  I  muft  add  the  names  of 
Mr.  Rowe  and  Dr.  Parnell,  though  I  Ihall  take  a  farther 
opportunity  of  doing  jultice  to  the  laft,  whofe  good-na- 
ture (to  give  it  a  great  panegyrick)  is  no  lefs  extenfive 
than  his  learning.  The  favour  of  thefe  gentlemen  is  not 
entirely  undeferved  by  one  who  bears  them  fo  true  aa 
affeftion.  But  what  can  I  fay  of  the  honour  fo  many 
of  the  Great  have  done  me,  while  the  firft  names  of  the 
age  appear  as  my  fubfcribers,  and  the  moft  diftin- 
guifhed  patrons  and  ornaments  of  learning  as  my  chief 
encouragers  ?  Among  thefe  it  is  a  particular  pleafure 
to  me  to  find,  that  my  higheft  obligations  are  to  fucli 
vvJio  Jiave  done  moft  honour  to  the  name  of  poet ;  that 
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l«s  grace  t!ie  duke  of  Buckingham  was  not  difpleafed  I 
Ihould  undertake  the  author  to  whom  he  has  given  (in 
his  excellent  ElTay)  (o  complete  apraife. 

"  Read  Homer  once,  and  you  can  read  no  more ; 

"  For  all  books  elfe  appear  fomeaji,  and  poor. 

•'  Verfe  will  Teem  Prole :  but  ftill  perfift  to  read, 

**  And  Homer  will  be  allthe  Books  you  need."' 
That  the  earl  of  Halifax  was  one  of  the  firft  to  favour 
me,  of  whom  it  is  hard  to  fay  whether  the  advance- 
ment of  the  polite  arts  is  more  awing  to  his  generofity 
or  his  example.  That  fuch  a  genius  as  my  lord 
Bolingbroke,  not  more  diftinguifhed  in  the  great 
fcenes  of  bufmefs,  than  in  all  the  ufeful  and  enter- 
taining parts  of  learning,  has  not  refufed  to  be  the 
critick  of  thefe  fheets,  and  the  patron  of  their  writer. 
And  that  fo  excellent  an  imitator  of  Homer  as  the  noble 
author  of  the  tragedy  of  Heroic  Love,  has  continued 
his  partiality  to  me,  from  my  writing  Paftorals,  to  my 
attempting  the  Iliad.  I  cannot  deny  myfelf  the  pride 
of  confeihng,  that  I  have  had  the  advantage  not  only 
of  their  advice  for  the  condud  in  general,  but  their 
corredion  of  feveral  particulars  of  this  tranilation. 

I  could  fay  a  great  deal  of  the  pleafure  of  being  dif- 
tinguifhed by  the  earl  of  Carnarvon  :  but  it  is  almoic 
riblurd  to  particularize  any  one  generous  aftion  in  a 
perfon  whofe  whole  life  is  a  continued  feries  of  them. 
Mr.  Stanhope,  the  prefent  fecretary  of  ftate,  v/ill  par- 
don my  defire  of  having  it  known  that  he  was  pleafed 
to  promote  this  affair.  The  particular  zeal  of  Mr. 
Harcourt  (the  fon  of  the  late  lord  chancellor)  gave 
me  a  proof  how  much  I  am  honoured  in  a  (hare  of  his 
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fricndfhip.  I  muft  attribute  to  the  fame  motive  that' 
of  feveral  others  of  my  friends,  to  whom  all  acknow- 
ledgments are  rendered  unneceflary  by  the  privileges  of 
a  familiar  correfpondcnce :  and  I  am  fatisfied  I  can  no 
way  better  oblige  men  of  their  turn,  than  by  ray 
filencc. 

In  ihort,  I  have  found  more  patrons  than  ever  Ho- 
mer wanted.  He  would  have  thought  himfelf  happy 
to  have  met  the  fame  favour  at  Athens,  that  has  been 
fhewn  me  by  its  learned  rival,  the  univerfity  of  Ox- 
ford. If  my  author  had  the  Wits  of  after-ages  for  his 
defenders,  his  tranflator  has  had  the  Beauties  of  the 
prefent  for  his  advocates  j  a  pleafure  too  great  to  be 
changed  for  any  fame  in  reverfion.  And  I  can  hardly 
frnvy  him  thofe  pompous  honours  he  received  after  deaths 
Avhen  I  refleft  on  the  enjoyment  of  fo  many  agreeable 
obligations,  and  eafy  friendlhips,  which  make  the  fi- 
tisfaftion  of  life.  This  diftinction  is  the  more  to  be 
acknowledged,  as  it  is  fhewn  to  one  whofe  pen  has  never 
gratified  the  prejudices  of  particular  parties,  or  the  va- 
nities of  particular  men.  Whatever  the  fuccefs  may 
prove,  I  (hall  never  repent  of  an  undertaking  in  which  I 
ha\  e  experienced  the  candour  and  friendfliip  of  fo  many 
perfons  of  merit ;  and  in  which  I  hope  to  pafs  fome  of 
thofe  years  of  youth  that  are  generally  loft  in  a  circle  of 
follies,  after  a  manner  neither  wholly  unufeful  to 
•other?,  nor  difa^-reeable  to  mvfelf. 
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The  Contention  of  Achilles  and  Agamemnon. 

IN  the  war  of  Troy,  the  Greeks,  having  facked  fome 
of  the  neighbouring  towns,  and  taken  from  thence 
two  beautiful  captives,  Chryfeis  and  Brifeis,  allotted 
the  firft  to  Agamemnon,  and  the  laft  to  Achilles. 
Chryfes,  the  father  of  Chryfei's,  and  prieft  of  Apollo, 
comes  to  the  Grecian  camp  to  ranfom  her;  with 
which  the  aftion  of  the  poem  opens,  in  the  tenth  year 
of  the  fiege.  The  prieft  being  refufed,  and  infolently 
difmifled  by  Agamemnon,  intreats  for  vengeance 
■  from  his  God,  who  inflicts  a  peftilence  on  the  Greeks. 
Achilles  calls  a  council,  and  encourages  Chalcas  to 
declare  the  caufe  of  it,  who  attributes  it  to  the  re- 
fufal  of  Chryfeis.  The  king  being  obliged  to  fend 
back  his  captive,  enters  into  a  furious  conteft  with 
Achilles,  ^\■hich  Neftor  pacifies ;  however,  as  he  had 
the  abfolute  command  of  the  army,  he  feizes  en  Bri- 
feis  in  revenge.  Achilles  in  difcontent  withdraws 
himfelf  and  his  forces  from  the  reft  of  the  Greeks; 
and  complaining  to  Thetis,  ftiefupplicates  Jupiter  to 
render  them  fenfible  of  the  wrong  done  to  her  fon, 
by  gi\  ing  viiflory  to  the  Trojans.  Jupiter  granting 
lier  fait  incenfes  Juno,  between  whom  the  debate 
runs  high,  till  they  are  reconciled  by  the  addrefsof 
Vulcan. 

The  time  of  two  and  twenty  days  is  taken  up  in 
this  book;  nine  during  the  plague,  one  in  the  coun- 
cil and  quarrel  of  the  princes,  and  twelve  for  Jupi- 
ter's ftay  with  the  Ethiopians,  at  whofe  return 
Thetis  prefers  her  petition.  The  fcene  lies  in  the 
Grecian  camp,  then  charxge^  to  Chryia,  and  laftly  to 
Oljmpus. 
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\   CHILLES'  wrath,  to  Greece  the  direful  fpring. 
J~jL.  Of  woes  imnumber'd,  heavenly  Goddefs  ling! 
That  wrath  which  hurl'd  to  Phito's  gloomy  reign 
The  fouls  of  mighty  chiefs  untimely  llain  ; 
V/hofe  limbs  unbury'd  on  the  naked  fhore,  ^ 

Devouring  dogs  and  hungry  vultures  tore; 
Since  great  Achilles  and  Atrides  ftrove. 
Such  was  the  fovereign  doom,  and  fuch  the  will  of  Jove 

Declare,  O  Mufel  in  what  ill-fated  hour. 
Sprung  the  fierce  ftrife,  from  what  offended  pou  er  ?     i  o 
Latona's  fon  a  dire  contagion  fpread. 

And  heap'd  the  camp  with  mountains  of  the  dead; 

The  king  of  men  his  reverend  prieft  defy'd. 
And  for  the  king's  offence  the  people  dy'd. 

For  Chryfes  fought  with  coftly  gifts  to  gain  i  ,* 

His  captive  daughter  from  the  victor's  chain. 

Suppliant  the  venerable  father  flands, 

Apollo's  awful  enfigns  grace  his  hands : 

By  tiiefe  he  begs ;  and  lowly  bending  down. 

Extends  the  fceptre  and  the  laurel  cro\vn,  zo 
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He  fucd  to  all,  but  chief  implor'd  for  grace 
The  brother  kings,  of  Atreus'  royal  race. 

Ye  kings  and  v/arriours!  may  your  vows  becrown'd. 
And  Troy's  proud  walls  lie  level  with  the  ground; 
May  Jove  reftore  you,  when  your  toils  are  o'er,        25 
Safe  to  the  pleafures  of  your  native  fhore. 
But  oh!  relieve  a  wretched  parent's  pain. 
And  give  Chryfei's  to  thefe  arms  again  ; 
If  mercy  fail,  yet  let  my  prefents  move. 
And  dread  avenging  Phoebus,  fonofjove.  30 

The  Greeks  in  fhouts  their  joint  affent  declare. 
The  prieft  to  reverence,  and  releafe  the  fair. 
Not  fo  Atrides:  he,  v/ith  kingly  pride, 
Repuls'd  the  facred  fire,  and  thus  reply 'd  : 

Hence,  on  thy  life,  and  fly  thefe  hoftile  plains,      3^ 
Nor  afk,  prefumptuous,  what  the  king  detains ; 
Hence,  with  thy  laurel  crown,  and  golden  rod. 
Nor  truft  too  far  thofe  enfigns  of  thy  God, 
Mine  is  thy  daughter,  prieft,  and  ihall  remain; 
And  prayers,  and  tears,  and  bribes,  fhall  plead  in  vain; 
Till  time  fliall  rifie  every  youthful  grace. 
And  age  difmifs  her  from  my  cold  embrace, 
.In  daily  labours  of  the  loom  employ'd. 
Or  doom'd  to  deck  the  bed  fhe  once  enjoy'd. 
Hence  then,  to  Argos  fhall  the  maid  retire,  4^ 

Far  from  her  native  foil,  and  weeping  fire. 

The  trembling  prieft  along  the  fhore  return'd. 
And  in  the  anguifh  of  a  father  mourn 'd. 
Difconfolate,  not  daring  to  complain, 
Silent  he  wander 'd  by  the  founding  main :  5-0 

Till 
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'Mil,  fafe  at  diftance,  to  his  God  he  prays, 
The  God  who  darts  around  the  world  his  ravs. 

O  Smintheus !  fprung  from  fair  Latona's  line. 
Thou  guardian  power  of  Cilia  the  divine. 
Thou  fource  of  light !  whom  Tenedos  adores,  5  j 

And  whofe  bright  prefence  gilds  thy  Chryfa's  fliores ; 
If  e'er  with  wreaths  I  hung  thy  facred  fane. 
Or  fed  the  flames  with  fat  of  oxen  flain ; 
God  of  the  filver  bow  !  thy  fliafts  employ. 
Avenge  thy  fervant,  and  the  Greeks  deftroy.  6o 

Thus  Chryfes  pray'd  :  The  favouring  power  attends. 
And  from  Olympus  lofty  tops  defcends. 
Bent  was  his  bow,  the  Grecian  hearts  to  wound; 
Fierce  as  he  mov'd,  his  filver  fliafts  refound; 
Breathing  revenge,  a  fudden  night  he  fpread,  65 

And  gloomy  darknefs  roll'd  about  his  head. 
The  fleet  in  view,  he  twang'd  his  deadly  bow, 
And  hiiTmgfly  the  feather'd  fates  below. 
On  mules  and  dogs  th'  infeftion  firft  began  ; 
And  laft,  the  vengeful  arrows  fix'd  in  man.  70 

For  nine  long  nights  through  all  the  dulky  air 
The  Pyres  thick-flaming  Ihot  a  difmal  glare. 
But  ere  the  tenth  revolving  day  was  run, 
Infpir'd  by  Juno,  Thetis'  god-like  fon 
Conven'd  to  council  all  the  Grecian  train  ;  7; 

For  much  the  Goddefs  mourn'd  her  heroes  flain. 

Th'  aflembly  feated,  rifingo'er  the  refl:, 
Achilles  thus  the  king  of  men  addrefl: : 

Why  leave  we  not  the  fatal  Trojan  fliore. 
And  mcafurc  back  the  feas  we  croft  before  ?  80 
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The  plague  deftroying  whom  the  fword  would  fpare, 

"Tis  time  to  fave  the  few  remains  of  war. 

Butler  feme  prophet,  or  fome  facred  fage. 

Explore  the  caufe  of  great  Apollo's  rage  ; 

Or  learn  the  wafteful  vengeance  to  remove,  8^ 

By  myftic  dreams,  for  dreams  defcend  from  Jove. 

Jf  broken  vows  this  heavy  curfe  have  laid. 

Let  altars  fmoke,  and  hecatombs  be  paid. 

So  heaven  aton'd  fhall  dying  Greece  reftore. 

And  Phcebus  dart  his  burning  fhafts  no  more.  90 

Ke  faid,  and  fat ;  when  Chalcas  thus  reply'd  : 
Chalcas  the  wife,  the  Grecian  prieft  and  guide. 
That  facred  feer,  whofe  comprehenf:ve  view 
The  pall,  the  prefent,  and  the  future  knew : 
Uprifing  flow,  the  venerable  fage  q^ 

Thus  fpoke  the  prudence  and  the  fears  of  age, 

Eelov'd  of  Jove,  Achilles !  would'ft  thou  know 
Why  angry  Phcebus  bends  his  fatal  bow  ? 
Firft  give  thy  faith,  and  plight  a  prince's  word 
Of  fare  proteftion,  by  thy  power  and  fword.  loo 

For  I  muft  fpeak  what  wifdom  would  conceal. 
And  truths,  invidious  to  the  great,  reveal. 
Bold  is  the  tail;,  when  fubjefts  grown  too  wife, 
Inftruft  a  monarch  where  his  error  lies  ; 
For  though  we  deem  the  fliort-liv'd  fury  pafi,         10^ 
'Tis  fure,  the  Mighty  will  revenge  at  laft. 

To  whom  Pelides.     From  thy  inmuft  foul 
Fpeak  what  thou  know 'ft,  and  fpeak  without  controul. 
Ev'n  by  that  God  I  fwear,  who  rules  the  day. 
To  whom  thy  hands  the  vov.s  of  Greece  convey,        1 1  o 

And 
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And  wliofe  bled  oracles  thy  lips  declare  ; 

Long"  as  Achilles  breathes  this  vital  air. 

No  daring  Greek  of  all  the  numerous  band 

Againft  his  prieft  fhall  lift  an  impious  hand  : 

Not  ev'n  the  chief  by  whom  our  hofts  are  led,         1 1^ 

The  king  of  kings,  fhall  touch  that  facred  head. 

Encourag'd  thus,  the  blamelefs  man  replies ; 
Nor  vows  unpaid,  nor  flighted  facrifice, 
But  he,  our  chief,  provok'd  the  raging  peft, 
Apollo's  vengeance  for  his  injur  d  prieft,  1 20 

Nor  will  the  God's  awaken'd  fury  ceafe. 
But  plagues  fhall  fpread,  and  funeral  fires  increafe. 
Till  the  great  king,  without  a  ranfom  paid. 
To  her  own  Chryfa  fend  the  black-ey'd  maid. 
Perhaps,  with  added  facrifice  and  prayer,  12^ 

1  he  priefl  may  pardon,  and  the  God  may  fpare. 

The  propliet  fpoke ;  when  with  a  gloomy  frowa 
The  monarch  flatted  from  his  fhining  throne ; 
Black  choler  fill'd  hisbreaft  that  boil'd  with  ire. 
And  from  his  eye-balls  flafh'd  the  living  fire.  130 

Augur  accurft  !  denouncing  mifchief  fUlI, 
Prophet  of  plagues,  for  ever  boding  ill! 
Still  muft  that  tongue  fome  wounding  mefl*age  bring. 
And  ftill  thy  prieftly  pride  provoke  thy  king  ? 
For  this  are  Phcebus'  oracles  explor'd,  155 

To  teach  the  Greeks  to  murmur  at  their  Lord  ? 
For  this  with  falfehoods  is  my  honour  ftain'd. 
Is  heaven  offended,  and  a  prieft  profan'd  ; 
Becaufe  my  prize,  my  beauteous  maid  I  hold. 
And  heavenl)^  tharms  prefer  to  profFer'd  gold  ?         140 

A  maid. 
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A  maid,  unmatch'd  in  manners  as  in  face, 

Skill'd  in  each  art,  and  crown'd  with  every  grace* 

Not  half  fo  dear  were  Clytaemneftra's  charms. 

When  firll  her  blooming  beauties  bleft  my  arms. 

Yet  if  the  Gods  demand  her,  let  her  fail  ;  14^; 

Our  cares  are  only  for  the  public  weal : 

Let  me  be  deem'd  the  hateful  caufe  of  all. 

And  fuffer,  rather  than  my  people  fall. 

The  prize,  the  beauteous  prize,  I  will  refign. 

So  dearly  valued,  and  fo  juftly  mine.  150 

But  fince  for  common  good  I  yield  the  fair. 

My  private  lofs  let  grateful  Greece  repair; 

Nor  unrewarded  let  your  prince  complain. 

That  he  alone  has  fought  and  bled  in  vain. 

Infatiate  king  (Achilles  thus  replies)  i^'^; 

Fond  of  the  power,  but  fonder  of  the  prize  I 
Would'!!  thou  the  Greeks  their  lawful  prey  lliould  yield. 
The  due  reward  of  many  a  well-fought  field  ? 
Tlie  fpoils  of  cities  raz'd,  and  warriours  flain. 
We  fhare  with  juflice,  as  with  toil  we  gain :  1 60 

But  to  refume  whate'er  thy  avarice  craves 
(That  trick  of  tyrants)  may  be  borne  by  flaves. 
Yet  if  our  chief  for  plunder  only  fight. 
The  fpoils  of  Ilion  fliall  thy  lofs  require, 
^Vhene'er  by  Jove's  decree  our  conquering  powers    i6< 
Shall  humble  to  the  duft  her  lofty  towers. 

Then  thus  the  king.     Shall  I  ray  prize  refign 
With  tame  content,  and  thou  poffeft  of  thine  ? 
Great  as  thou  art,  and  like  a  God  in  figlit. 
Think  not  to  rob  me  of  a  foldier's  right,  1 70 
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■ .  t  tliy  demand  fhall  I  reftore  the  maid  ? 

Firft  let  the  juft  equivalent  be  paid  ; 

Such  as  a  king  might  afic;  and  let  it  be 

A  treafure  worthy  her,  and  worthy  me. 

Or  grant  me  this,  or  with  a  monarch's  claim. 

This  hand  fhall  feize  fome  other  captive  dame 

The  mighty  Ajax  fhall  his  prize  refign, 

UlyfTes'  fpoils,  or  ev'n  thy  own  be  mine. 

The  man  who  fufFers,  loudly  may  complain; 

And  rage  he  may,  but  he  fhall  rage  in  vain.  i  So 

But  this  v/hen  time  requires — It  now  remains 

We  launch  a  bark  to  plow  the  watery  plains. 

And  waft  the  facrifice  to  Chryfa's  fhores. 

With  chofen  pilots,  and  with  labouring  oars. 

Soon  (hall  the  fair  the  fable  fliip  afcend,  i  g r 

And  fome  deputed  prince  the  charge  attend: 

This  Greta's  king,  or  Ajax  fh_all  fulfill. 

Or  wife  UlyfTes  fee  perform'd  our  vvillj 

Or,  if  our  royal  pleafure  fhall  ordain, 

A-chilles'  felf  condufl  her  o'er  the  main;- 

Let  fierce  Achilles,  dreadful  in  his  rage. 

The  God  propitiate,  and  the  pefl  afTuage, 

At  this  Pelides,  frowning  flern,  replv'd: 
O  tyrant,  arm'd  with  infolence  and  pride ! 
Inglorious  flave  to  intereft,  ever  join'd  ig- 

With  fraud,  unworthy  of  a  royal  mind! 
What  generous  Greek,  obedient  to  thy  word. 
Shall  form  an  ambufh,  or  fhall  lift  the  fword  ? 
What  caufe  have  I  to  war  at  thy  decree  ? 
The  diflant  Troians  never  injur'd  me  :  200 
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To  Phthia's  realms  no  hoflile  troops  they  led. 

Safe  in  her  vales  my  warlike  courfers  fed  ; 

Far  hence  remov'd,  the  hoarfe-refounding  main. 

And  walls  of  rocks,  fecure  my  native  reign, 

Whofe  fruitful  foil  luxuriant  harvefts  grace,  2C^ 

Rich  in  her  fruits,  and  in  her  martial  race. 

Hither  we  fail'd,  a  voluntary  throng, 

T'  avenge  a  private,  not  a  public  wrong  : 

What  elfe  to  Troy  th'  aHembled  nations  draws. 

But  thine,  ungrateful,  and  thy  brother's  caiife  ?       210 

Is  this  the  pay  our  blood  and  toils  deferve; 

Difgrac'd  and  injur'd  by  the  man  we  fen-e  ? 

And  dar'ft  thou  threat  to  fnatch  my  prize  away. 

Due  to  the  deeds  of  many  a  dreadful  day  ? 

A  prize  asfmall,  O  tyrant !  match'd  with  thine,      21^ 

As  thy  own  aftions  if  compar'd  to  mine. 

Thine  in  each  conqueft  i-^.  the  wealthy  prey. 

Though  mine  the  fv/eat  and  danger  of  the  day. 

Some  trivial  prefents  to  my  (hips  I  bear. 

Or  barren  praifes  pay  the  wound's  of  war.  220 

But  know,  proud  monarch,  I'm  thy  fla^'e  no  more  j 

My  fleet  fhall  waft  me  to  Theffalia's  fliore. 

Left  by  Achilles  on  the  Trojan  plain. 

What  fpoils,  what  conquers,  fhall  Atrides  gain  ? 

To  this  the  king:  Fly,  mighty  warriour!  fly,      22'C 
Thy  aid  we  need  not,  and  thy  threats  defy. 
There  want  not  chiefs  in  fuch  a  caufe  to  fight. 
And  Jove  himfelf  fi;^.all  guard  a  monarch's  right. 
Of  all  the  kings  (the  God's  diftinguifh'd  care) 
To  power  fupcriotir  none  fuch  hatred  bear  :  25-0 

Strife 
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Mrife  and  debate  thy  reftlefs  foul  employ. 
And  wars  and  horrours  are  thy  favage  joy; 
I  {'thou  haft  ftrength,  'twas  heaven  that  ftrength  bcftow'd, 
tor  know,  vain  man!  thy  valour  is  from  God. 
Hafte,  launch  thy  veflels,   fly  with  fpeed  away,         23  j 
Rule  thy  own  realms  with  arbitrary  fway  ; 
I  heed  thee  not,  but  prize  at  equal  rate 
Thy  fhort-liv'd  friendfliip,  and  thy  groundlcfs  hate. 
Go,  threat  thy  earth-born  Myrmidons ;  but  here 
'Tis  mine  to  threaten,  prince,  and  thine  to  fear.        24.0 
Know,  if  the  God  the  beauteous  dame  demand. 
My  bark  Ihall  waft  her  to  her  native  land; 
But  then  prepare,  imperi6us  prince !  prepare. 
Fierce  as  thou  art,  to  yield  thy  captive  fair: 
Ev'n  in  thy  tent  I'll  feize  the  blooming  prize,  245 

Thy  lov'd  Brifeis  with  the  radiant  eyes. 
Hence  {halt  thou  prove  my  might,  and  curfe  the  hour. 
Thou  ftood'ft  a  rival  of  imperial  power ; 
And  hence  to  all  our  hoft  it  (hall  be  known. 
That  kings  are  fubjedl  to  the  Gods  alone,  250 

Achilles  heard,  with  grief  and  rage  oppreft. 
His  heart  fwell'd  high,  and  labour'd  in  hisbreaft. 
Diftrafting  thoughts  by  turns  his  bofom  rul'd. 
Now  fir'd  by  wrath,  and  now  by  reafon  cool'd  ; 
That  prompts  his  hand  to  d  raw  the  deadly  fword ,       2  j  j 
Force  through  the  Greeks,  and  pierce  their  haughty  lord ; 
This  whifpers  foft,  his  vengeance  to  controul. 
And  calm  the  riling  tempeft  of  his  foul. 
Juft  as  in  anguilh  of  fufpence  he  ftay'd, 
While  half  unlhcath'd  appear'd  the  glittering  blade,  260 

Minerva 
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Minerva  fwift  defcended  from  abo^•e, 

Sent  by  the  fifter  and  the  wife  of  Jove 

(For  both  the  princes  claim'd  her  equal  carejj 

Behind  flie  flood,  and  by  the  golden  hair 

Achilles  {eiz'd ;  to  him  alone  confeft ;  26-^ 

A  fable  cloud  conceal'd  her  from  the  reft. 

He  fees,  and  fudden  to  the  Goddefs  cries. 

Known  by  the  flames  that  fparkle  from  her  eyes. 

Defcends  Minerva  in  her  guardian  care, 
A  heavenly  witnefs  of  the  wrongs  I  bear  270 

From  Atreus'  fon :  then  let  thofe  eyes  that  view 
The  daring  crime,  behold  the  vengeance  too. 

Forbear  !  (the  progeny  of  Jove  replies)^ 
To  calm  thy  fur\'  I  forfake  the  flcies  : 
Let  great  Achilles,  to  tlie  Gods  refign'd,  2^j 

To  reafon  yield  the  empire  o'er  his  mind. 
By  awful  Juno  this  command  is  given ; 
The  king  and  you  are  both  the  care  of  heaven. 
The  force  of  keen  reproaches  let  him  feel. 
But  fheath,  obedient,  thy  revenging  fleel.  2?0 

For  I  pronounce  (and  trufl  a  heavenly  power) 
Thy  injur'd  honour  has  its  fated  hour. 
When  the  proud  monarch  (hall  thy  arms  implore,. 
And  bribe  thy  friendfliip  with  a  boundlefs  ftore. 
Then  let  revenge  no  longer  bear  the  fway,  2?  - 

Command  thy  paflioris,  and  the  Gods  obey. 

To  her  Pelides.     With  regardful  ear 
'Tis  juft,  O  Goddefs !  I  thy  diftates  hear. 
Hard  as  it  is,  my  vengeance  I  fupprefs : 
Thofe  who  revere  the  Gods,  the  Gods  will  blefs.     290 

He 
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ic  faid,  obfervant  of  the  blue-ey'd  maid  ; 
'i  hen  in  the  fl-ieath  return'd  the  {hining  blade. 
The  Goddefs  fwift  to  high  Olj'mpus  flies. 
And  joins  the  facred  fenate  of  the  (kies. 

Nor  yet  the  rage  his  boiling  breaft  forfook,  295 

Which  thus  redoubling  on  Atrides  broke. 
O  monfter !  mix'd  of  infolence  and  fear. 
Thou  dog  in  forehead,  but  in  heart  a  deer! 
When  wert  thou  known  in  ambufh'd  fights  to  dare. 
Or  nobly  face  the  horrid  front  of  war  ?  500 

'Tis  ours,  the  chance  of  fighting  fields  to  tr}'. 
Thine  to  look  on,  and  bid  the  valiant  die. 
So  much  'tis  fafer  through  the  camp  to  go> 
And  rob  a  fubjeft,  than  defpoil  a  foe. 
Scourge  of  thy  people,  violent  and  bafe  I  joc* 

Sent  in  Jove's  anger  on  a  flavifh  race. 
Who,  loft  to  fenfe  of  generous  freedom  paft. 
Are  tam'd  to  wrongs,  or  this  had  been  thy  lail. 
Now  by  this  facred  fceptre  hear  me  fwear, 
\'\'hich  never  more  fhall  leaves  or  bloflbms  bear,         3 1  o 
Which  fever'd  from  the  trunk  (as  I  from  thee) 
On  the  bare  mountains  left  its  parent  tree  ; 
This  fceptre,  form'd  by  temper'd  fteel  to  prove 
i\n  enfign  of  the  delegates  of  Jove, 
Froui  whom  the  power  of  laws  and  juftice  fprings     3  r  ^ 
(Tremendous  oath!  inviolate  to  kings)  : 
By  this  I  fwear,  when  bleeding  Greece  again 
Shall  call  Achilles,  flie  fhall  call  in  vain. 
When,  flufh'd  with  flaughter,  Heftor  comes  to  fpread 
The  purpled  fiiore  with  monntains  of  the  dead,         320 

Then 
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Then  flialt  thou  mourn  th'  affront  thy  madnefs  gave 

Forc'd  to  deplore,  when  impotent  to  fave : 

Then  rage  in  bitternefs  of  foul,  to  know 

This  aft  has  made  the  braveft  Greek  thy  foe. 

Hefpoke:  and  furious  hurl'dagainft  the  ground     325 
His  fceptre  ftarr'd  with  golden  ftuds  around. 
Then  fternly  filent  fat.     With  like  difdain. 
The  raging  king  return'd  his  frowns  again. 

To  calm  their  paffions  with  the  words  of  age. 
Slow  from  his  feat  arofe  the  Pylian  fage,  330 

Experienc'd  Neftor,  in  perfuafion  fkill'd. 
Words  fweet  as  honey  from  his  lips  dilliird ; 
Two  generations  now  had  pafs'd  away, 
Wife  by  his  rules,  and  happ)'  by  his  fway  ; 
Two  ages  o'er  his  native  realm  he  reign 'd.  ^^^ 

And  now  th'  example  of  the  third  remain'd. 
All  view'd  with  awe  the  venerable  man ; 
Who  thus  with  mild  benevolence  began: 

What  fliame,  what  woe  is  this  to  Greece !  what  joy 
To  Trov's  proud  monarch,  and  the  friends  of  Troy  ! 
Tliat  adverfe  Gods  commit  to  ftern  debate 
The  beil,  the  braveft  of  the  Grecian  ftate. 
Young  as  ye  are,  this  youthful  head  reftrain. 
Nor  think  your  Neftor's  years  and  vvifdom  vain. 
A  Godlike  race  of  heroes  once  1  knev.-,  34.5 

Such,  as  no  more  thefe  aged  eyes  fhall  view ! 
Lives  there  a  chief  to  match  Pirithous'  fame, 
Dryas  the  bold,  or  Ceneus'  deathlefs  name  : 
Thefcui,  endued  with  more  than  mortal  mii;ht, 
Or  Polyphemus,  like  the  Godi  in  fight:  3,-0 

With 
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"With  thefe  of  old  to  toils  of  battle  bred. 

In  early  youth  my  hardy  days  I  led  : 

Fir'd  with  the  thirft  which  virtuous  envy  breeds. 

And  fmitwith  love  of  honourable  deeds. 

Strongeft  of  men,  they  pierc'd  tbe  mountain  boar, 

Rang'd  the  wild  defarts  red  with  monders  gore,  351 

And  from  their  hills  the  fl'iaggy  Centaurs  tore. 

Yet  thefe  with  foft,  perfuafive  arts  I  fway'd; 

When  Neftor  fpoke,  they  liften'd  and  obey'd. 

If  in  my  youth,  ev"n  thefe  efteem'd  me  wife;  360 

Do  you  young  warriours,  hear  my  age  advile. 

Atrides,  feize  not  on  the  beauteous  flave  ; 

That  prize  the  Greeks  by  common  fuffrage  gave : 

Nor  thou,  Achilles,  treat  our  prince  with  pride  ; 

Let  kings  be  juft,  and  fovereign  power  prefide,       365' 

Thee,  the  firft  honours  of  the  war  adorn. 

Like  Gods  in  ftrength,  and  of  a  Goddefs  born  ; 

Him,  awful  majefty  exalts  above 

The  powers  of  earth,  and  fcepter'd  fons  of  Jove. 

Let  both  unite,  with  well  confenting  mind,  3-0 

So  fhall  authority  with  ftrength  be  join'd. 

Leave  me,  O  king !  to  calm  Achilles'  rage  ; 

Rule  thou  thyfelf,  as  more  advanc'd  in  age. 

'Forbid  it  Gods !  Achiries  fliould  be  loft, 

The  pride  of  Greece,  and  bulwark  of  our  hoft.       jtj; 

This  faid,  he  ceas'd  :  the  king  of  men  replies  : 
Thy  years  are  awful,  and  thy  words  are  wife. 
But  that  imperious,  that  unconquer'd  foul. 
No  laws  can  limit,  no  refpeft  control. 
JBefore  his  pride  muft  his  fuperiours  fall. 
His  word  the  law,  and  he  the  lord  of  all  ? 
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Him  muft  our  hofts,  our  chiefs,  ourfelves  obe}'  ? 

What  king  can  bear  a  rival  in  his  fvvay  ? 

Grant  that  the  Gods  his  matchlefs  force  hath  given  ; 

Has  foul  reproach  a  privilege  from  Heaven  ?  385 

Here  on  the  monarch's  fpeech  Achilles  broke. 
And  furious,  thus,  and  interrupting  fpoke : 
Tyrant,  I  well  deferv'd  thy  galling  chain. 
To  live  thy  flave,  and  ftill  to  ferve  in  vain; 
Should  I  fubmit  to  each  unjuft  decree :  390 

Command  thy  vafTals,  but  command  not  me. 
Seize  on  Brlfe'is,  v/hom  the  Grecians  doom'd 
My  prize  of  war,  yet  tamely  fee  refum'd ; 
And  feize  fecure  ;  no  more  Achilles  draws 
His  conquering  fword  in  any  woman's  caufe.  39^ 

The  Gods  command  me  to  forgive  the  paft  ; 
Eut  let  this  firft  invafion  be  the  laft : 
For  know,  thy  blood,  when  next  thou  dar'ft  invade. 
Shall  ftream  in  vengeance  on  my  reeking  blade. 

At  this  they  ceas'd;  the  ftern  debate  expir'd :       402 
The  chiefs  in  fullen  majefty  retir'd. 

Achilles  with  Patroclus  took  his  way. 
Where  near  his  tents  his  hollow  vefTels  lay. 
Mean  time  Atrides  launch'd  with  numerous  cars 
A  uell-rigg'd  fhip  for  Chryfa's  facred  fhores :        409 
High  on  the  deck  was  fair  Chrifeis  plac'd. 
And  fage  Ulyffes  with  the  conduct  grac'd ; 
Safe  in  her  fides  the  hecatomb  they  ftow'd. 
Then,  fuiftly  failing,  cut  the  liquid  road. 

The  hoft  to  expiate,  next  the  king  prepares,        410 
With  pure  luftrations,  and  with  folemn  prayers. 

Wafh'd 
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Wafh'd  by  t'ne  briny  wa\-e,  the  pious  train 
Are  cleans'd,  and  call  th'  ablutions  in  the  main. 
Along  the  (hore  whole  hecatombs  were  laid. 
And  bulls  and  goats  to  PhcEbus'  altars  paid,  4  [5' 

The  fable  fumes  in  curling  fpires  arife. 
And  waft  their  grateful  odours  to  the  fkies. 

The  army  thus  in  facred  rites  engag"d, 
Atrides  ftill  with  deep  refentment  rag'd. 
To  wait  his  will,  two  facred  heralds  flood,  42:; 

Talthybius  arid  Eurybates  the  good. 
Hafte  to  the  fierce  Achilles'  tent  (he  cries) 
Thence  bear  Brifeis  as  our  royal  prize  : 
Submit  he  rauft  ;  or,  if  they  will  not  part, 
Ourfelf  in  arms  fhall  tear  her  from  his  heart.  42  j; 

Th'  unwilling  heralds  aft  their  lord's  commands ; 
Penfive  they  walk  along  the  barren  fands : 
Arriv'd,  the  hero  in  his  tent  they  find. 
With  gloomy  afpeft,  on  his  arm  reclin'd. 
At  awful  diftance  long  they  filent  ftand,  4jo 

Loth  to  advance,  or  fpeak  their  hard  command  ; 
Decent  confufion !     This  the  godlike  man 
Perceiv'd,  and  thus  with  accent  mild  began  ; 

With  leave  and  honour  enter  our  abodes. 
Ye  facred  minifters  of  men  and  Gods!  43- 

I  know  your  meffage;  by  conftraint  you  came; 
Not  you,  but  your  imperious  lord  I  blame. 
Patroclus  hafte,  the  fair  Brifeis  bring ; 
Conduft  my  captive  to  the  haughty  king. 
But  witnefs,  heralds,  and  proclaim  my  vow,  440 

Witnefs  to  Gods  above,  and  men  below  i 

E  2  But 
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Eut  firft,  and  loudeft  to  your  prince  declare, 

Tliat  laulefs  tyrant  whofe  commands  you  bear; 

Unmov'd  as  death  Achilles  fhall  remain, 

/Though  proftrate  Greece  Ihould  bleed  atev'ry  vein :  445 

The  raging  chief  in  frantic  paffion  loft. 

Blind  to  himfelf,  and  ufelefs  to  his  hoft, 

Unfkiird  to  judge  the  future  by  the  paft. 

In  blood  and  flaughter  fhall  repent  at  Lift. 

Patroclus  now  th'  unwilling  beauty  brought ;        450 
She,  in  foft  forrow,  and  in  penfive  thought, 
Paft  filent,  as  the  heralds  held  her  hand, 
And  oft  look'd  back,  flow  moving  o'er  the  ftrand. 
Not  fo  his  lofs  the  fierce  Achilles  bore ; 
But  fad  retiring  to  the  founding  fliore,  45^ 

O'er  the  wild  margin  of  the  deep  he  hung.. 
That  kindred  deep  from  whence  his  mother  fprung : 
There,  bath'd  in  tears  of  anger  and  difdain. 
Thus  loud  lamented  to  the  ftormy  main  : 

O  parent  Goddefs !  fince  in  early  bloom  460 

Thy  fon  muft  fall,  by  too  fevere  a  doom  ; 
Sure,  to  fo  fliort  a  race  of  glory  born. 
Great  Jove  in  juftice  fliould  this  fpan  adorn  : 
Honour  and  fame  at  leaft  the  Thunderer  ow'd. 
And  ill  he  pays  the  promife  of  a  God  ;  465 

If  yon  proud  monarch  thus  thy  fon  defies, 
Obfcures  ray  glories,  and  refumes  my  prize. 

Far  from  the  deep  receffes  of  the  main, 
WTiere  aged  Ocean  holds  his  watery  reign, 
tThe  Goddefs-mother  heard.     The  wa\'es  divide ;     47© 
^nd  like  a  mift  Hie  rofe -above  the  tide; 

Beheld 
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Selield  hrm  mourning  on  the  naked  fliores. 

And  thus  the  forrows  of  his  foul  explores. 

Why  grieves  my  fon  ?     Thy  anguifh  let  me  (hare, 

Raveal  the  caufe,  and  truft  a  parent's  care.  47^; 

He  deeply  fighing  faid :     To  tell  my  woe,. 
Is  but  to  mention  what  too  well  you  know^- 
From  Thebe  facred  to  Apollo's  name^ 
(Action's  realm)  our  conquering  army  came,. 
With  treaCure  loaded  and  triumphant  fpoils,  4,80- 

Whofe  juft  divifion  crowii'd  the  foldier's  toils; 
But  bright  Chryfeis,  heavenly  prize!  was  led,. 
By  vote  fclefted,  to  the  general's  bed. 
The  prieft  of  Phoebus  fought  by  gifts  to  gain- 
'  His  beauteous  daughter  from  the  viftor's  chain;      4^^, 
The  fleet  he  reach'd,  and  lowly  bending,  down. 
Held  forth  the  fceptre  and  the  laurel  crown. 
Entreating  all :  but  chief  implor'd  for  gracs 
The  brother-kings  of  Atreus'  royal  race : 
The  generous  Greeks  their  joint  confent  declare,     49.0- 
The  prieft  to  reverence,  and  releafe  the  fairj 
Not  fo  Atrides  :     He,  with  wonted  pride,. 
The  fire  infulted,  and  his  gifts  deny'd: 
Th'  infulted  fire  (his -God's  peculiar  care) 
To  Phoebus  pray'd,  and  Phoebus  heard  the  prayer." 
A  dreadful  plague  enfues;  th'  avenging  darts  495: 

Inceffimt  fly,  and  pierce  the  Grecian  hearts. 
A  prophet  then,  infpir'd  by  Heaven  arofe. 
And  points  the  crime,  and  thence  derives  the  woes. 
Mvfelf  the  firft  th'  aflx:mbled  chiefs  incline  500 

T  avert  the  vengeance  of  the  power  divine  5 

E  3  Then 
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Then  riiing  in  his  wrath,  the  morxarch  ftorm'd  ; 

Incens'd  he  threaten'd,  and  his  threats  perform'd  : 

The  fair  Chryfeis  to  her  fire  was  fent. 

With  offer'd  gifts  to  make  the  God  relent;  505 

But  now  he  feiz'd  Brifeiis  heav'nly  charms. 

And  of  my  valour's  prize  defrauds  ray  arms. 

Defrauds  the  votes  of  all  the  Grecian  train  ; 

And  fervice,  faith,  and  juftice  plead  in  vain. 

But,  Goddefs!  thou  thy  fuppliant  fon  attend,         510 

To  high  Olympus'  ftiining  court  afcend. 

Urge  all  the  ties  to  former  fervice  ow'd. 

And  fue  for  vengeance  to  the  thundering  God. 

Oft  haft  thou  triumph'd  in  the  glorious  boaft. 

That  thou  ftood'ft  forth  of  all  ch'  ethereal  holt,      5 1 5 

Vv^hen  bold  rebellion  fhook  the  realms  above, 

Th'  undaunted  guard  of  cloud-compelling  Jove. 

When  the  bright  partner  of  his  awful  reign. 

The  warlike  maid,  and  monarch  of  the  main. 

The  traitor-gods,  by  mad  ambition  driven,  520 

Durft  threat  with  chains  th'  omnipotence  of  Heaven. 

Then  call'd  by  thee,  the  monfter  Titan  came, 

{Whom  Gods  Briareus,  Men  ^geon  name) 

Through  wondering  fkies  enormous  ftalk'd  along ; 

Not  *  he  that  (hakes  the  folid  earth  fo  ftrong:         5:5 

With  giant-pride  at  Jove's  high  throne  he  ftands. 

And  brandifli'd  round  him  all  his  hundred  hands; 

Th'  affrighted  Gods  confefs'd  their  awful  lord. 

They  dropt  the  fetters,  trembled,  and  ador'd. 

This, 

*  Neptune. 
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Thisj  Goddefs,  this  to  his  remembrance  call  530 

Embrace  his  knees,  at  his  tribunal  fall ; 
Conjure  him  far  to  drive  the  Grecian  train. 
To  hurl  them  headlong  to  their  fleet  and  main. 
To  heap  the  fhores  with  copious  death,  and  bring 
The  Greeks  to  know  the  curfe  of  fuch  a  king  :       ^^^ 
Let  Agamemnon  lift  his  haughty  head 
O'er  all  his  wide  dominion  of  the  dead. 
And  mourn  in  blood,  that  e'er  he  durft  difgrace 
The  boldeft  warriour  of  the  Grecian  race. 

Unhappy  fon!   (fair  Thetis  thus  replies,  54.0 

While  tears  celellial  trickle  from  her  eyes) 
Why  have  I  borne  thee  with  a  mother's  throes. 
To  fates  averfe,  and  nurs'd  for  future  woes  ? 
So  fliort  a  fpace  the  light  of  Heaven  to  view ! 
So  fhort  a  fpace  !  and  fill 'd  with  forrow  too  !  545 

O  might  a  parent's  careful  wifh  prevail. 
Far,  far  from  Ilion  fhould  thy  veffels  fail. 
And  thou,  from  camps  remote,  the  danger  fhun, 
Which  now,  alas!  too  nearly  threats  my  fon. 
Yet  (what  I  can)  to  move  thy  fuit  I'll  go  553 

To  great  Olympus  crown'd  with  fleecy  fnow. 
Mean  time,  fecure  within  thy  fliips,  from  far 
Behold  the  field,  nor  mingle  in  the  war. 
The  fire  of  Gods  and  all  th'  ethereal  train. 
On  the  warm  limits  of  the  farthefl  main,  55' ^^ 

Now  mix  with  mortals,  nor  difdain  to  grace 
The  feafts  of  ^Ethiopia's  blamelefs  race ; 
Twelve  days  the  powers  indulge  the  genial  rite. 
Returning  with  the  twelfth  revolving  light, 
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Then  will  I  mount  the  brazen  dome,  and  move      ^6a 
The  high  tribunal  of  immortal  Jove. 

The  Goddefs  fpoke :  the  rolling  waves  unclofe; 
Then  down  the  deep  (he  plung'd  from  whence  fhe  rofe. 
And  left  him  forrowing  on  the  lonely  coaft. 
In  wild  refentment  for  the  fair  he  loft.  565 

In  Chryfa's  port  now  fage  Ulyffes  rode  ; 
?5eneath  the  deck  the  deftin'd  viftims  ftovv'd  -^ 
The  fails  they  furl'd,  they  lafli'd  the  maft  afide. 
And  dropp'd  their  anchors,  and  the  pinnace  ty'd. 
Next  on  the  fhore  their  hecatomb  they  land,  570^ 

Chryfeis  laft  defcending  on  the  ftrand. 
Her,  thus  returning  from  the  furrow 'd  main, 
UlylTes  led  to  Phoebus'  facred  fane ; 
Where  at  his  folemn  altar  as  the  maid 
He  gave  to  Chryfes,  thus  the  Hero  faid  r  57^ 

Hail !  reverend  prieft  !  to  Phoebus'  awful  dome 
A  fuppliant  I  from  great  Atrides  come  : 
Unranfom'd  here  receive  the  fpotlefs  fair ; 
Accept  the  hecatombs  the  Greeks  prepare ; 
And  may  thy^  God,  who  fcatters  darts  around,       58ar 
Aton'd  by  facrifice,  defift  to  wound. 

At  this,  the  fire  embrac'd  the  maid  again. 
So  fadly  loft,  fo  lately  fought  in  vain. 
Then  near  the  altar  of  the  darting  king, 
Difpos'd  in  rank  their  hecatomb  they  bring :  58^ 

With  water  purify  their  hands,  and  take 
The  facred  offering  of  the  falted  cake ; 
While  thus  with  arms  devoutly  rais'd  in  air. 
And  folemn  voice,  the  prieft  direds  his  prayer  i 
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God  of  tbe  filver  bow,  thy  ear  incline,  ego 

Whofe  power  incircles  Cilia  the  divine ; 
WTiofe  facred  eye  thy  Tenedos  furveys. 
And  gifds  fair  Chryfa  with  diftinguilh'd  rays  ! 
If,  fir'd  to  vengeance  at  thy  prieft's  requeft,. 
Thy  direful  darts  inflift  the  raging  peft  ;  59  c; 

Once  more  attend  !  avert  the  wafteful  woe. 
And  fmile  propitious,  and  unbend  thy  bow. 

So  Chryfes  pray'd,  Apollo  heard  his  prayer  : 
And  now  the  Greeks  their  hecatomb  prepare ; 
Between  their  horns  the  faked  barley  threw,  600. 

And  with  their  heads  to  Heaven  the  viftims  flew  : 
The  limbs  they  fever  from  th'  inclofing  hide; 
The  thighs,  felefted.  to  the  Gods,  divide : 
On  thefe,  in  double  cawls  involv'd  with  art,, 
The  choiceft  morfels  lay  from  every  part.  605; 

The  prieft  himfelf  before  his  altar  ftands. 
And  burns  the  offering  with  his  holy  hands ; 
Pours  the  black  wine,  and  fees  the  flames  afpire ; 
The  youth  with  inftruments  furround  the  fire  : 
The  thighs  thusfacrific'd,  and  entrails  drefl:,  610 

Th'  aflillants  part,  transfix,  and  roafl:  the  reft : 
Then  fpread  the  tables,  the  repaft  prepare. 
Each  takes  his  feat,  and  each  receives  his  fliare. 
When  now  the  rage  of  hunger  was  repreft. 
With  pure  libations  they  conclude  the  feaft  ;  61 5, 

The  youths  with  wine  tlie  copious  goblets  crown'd. 
And,  pleas'd,  difpenfe  the  flowing  bowls  around. 
With  hymns  divine  the  joyous  banquet  ends. 
The  Picans  lengthen'd  till  the  fun  defcends : 

The 
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The  Greeks,  reftor'd,  the  grateful  notes  prolong  ;    620 
Apollo  llftens,  and  approves  the  fong. 

'Twas  night ;  the  chiefs  befide  their  veflel  lie. 
Till  rofy  morn  had  purpled  o'er  the  flcy  : 
Then  launch,  and  hoift  the  maft  ;  indulgent  gales. 
Supply 'd  by  Phoebus,  fill  the  fvvelling  fails;  625' 

The  milk-white  canvas  bellying  as  they  blov/. 
The  parted  ocean  foams  and  roars  below  : 
Above  the  bounding  billows  fwift  they  flew, 
Till  now  the  Grecian  camp  appear'd  in  view. 
Far  on  the  beach  they  haul  their  bark  to  land  630 

(The  crooked  keel  divides  the  yellow  fand)  ; 
Then  part,  where  ftretch'd  along  the  v.-inding  bay 
The  (hips  and  tents  in  mingled  profpeift  lay. 

But  raging^ftill,  amidft  his  navy  fate 
The ftern  Achilles,  ftedfaft  in  his  hate-;  6^;^ 

Nor  mix'd  in  combat,  nor  in  council  join'd  ; 
But  wafting  cares  lay  heavy  on  his  mind  : 
In  his  black  thoughts  revenge  and  flaugkter  roll. 
And  fcenes  of  blood  rife  dreadful  in  his  foul. 

Tweh^e  days  were  paft,  and  now  the  dawning  light  640 
The  Gods  had  fummon'd  to  th'  Olympian  height : 
Jove  firft  afcending  from  the  watery  bowers. 
Leads  the  long  order  of  ethereal  powers. 
When  like  the  morning  mift  in  early  day, 
Rofe  from  the  flood  the  Daughter  of  the  Sea;  64^ 

And  to  the  feats  divine  her  flight  addreft. 
There,  far  apart,  and  high  above  the  reft. 
The  Thunderer  fat ;  where  old  Olympus  flirouds 
His  hundred  heads  in  heaven,  and  props  the  clouds. 

Suppliiinr 
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Suppliant  the  Goddefs  flood  :  one  hand  fhe  plac'd  650 
Beneath  his  beard,  and  one  his  knee  embrac'd  : 
If  e'er,  O  Father  of  the  Gods !  (he  faid. 
My  words  could  pleafe  thee,  or  my  aftions  aid ; 
Some  marks  of  honour  on  my  fon  beftow. 
And  pay  in  glory  what  in  life  you  owe.  65-^ 

Fame  is  at  leaft  by  heavenly  promife  due 
To  life  fo  fnort,  and  now  difhonour'd  too. 
Avenge  this  wrong,  oh  ever  juft  and  wife  i 
Let  Greece  be  humbled,  and  the  Trojans  rife ; 
Till  the  proud  king,  and  all  the  Achaian  race,        660 
Shall  heap  Vv'ith  honours  him  they  now  difgrace. 

Thus  Thetis  fpoke,  but  Jove  in  filence  held 
The  facred  councils  of  his  breaft  conceal'd. 
Not  fo  repuls'd,  the  Goddefs  clofer  preft. 
Still  grafp'd  his  knees,  and  urg'd  the  dear  requeft  :     66^ 
O  fire  of  Gods  and  men !  thy  fuppliant  hear ; 
Refufe,  or  grant ;  for  what  has  Jove  to  fear  ? 
Or,  oh  !  declare,  of  all  the  powers  above. 
Is  wretched  Thetis  leaft  the  care  of  Jove  ? 

She  faid,  and  fighing  thus  the  God  replies,  670 

Who  rolls  the  thunder  o'er  the  vaulted  fkies? 

What  haft  thou  afk'd  ?     Ah  why  fhould  Jove  engage 
In  foreign  contefts,  and  domeftic  rage, 
The  Gods  complaints,  and  Juno's  fierce  alarms. 
While  I,  too  partial,  aid  the  Trojan  arms?  675 

Go,  left  the  haughty  partner  of  my  fway 
With  jealous  eyes  thy  clofe  accefs  furvey; 
But  part  in  peace,  fee u re  thy  prayer  is  fped  : 
Witnefs  the  Hicred  honours  of  our  head. 

The 
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The  nod  that  ratifies  the  will  divine,  68a 

The  faithful,  fix'd,  irrevocable  fign. 

This  feals  thy  fuit,  and  this  fulfills  thy  vows — 

Hefpoke,  and  awful  bends  his  fable  brows; 

Shakes  his  ambrofial  curls,  and  gives  the  nod ; 

The  ftamp  of  fate,  and  fanftion  of  the  God :  685" 

High  heaven  with  trennbling  the  dread  fignal  took. 

And  all  Olympus  to  the  centre  fhook. 

Swift  to  the  feas  profound  the  Goddefj  flies,. 
Jove  to  his  ftarry  manfion  in  the  Ikies. 
The  {hining.fynod  of  th'  immortals  wait  6ga 

The  coming  God,  and  from  their  thrones  of  ftate 
Arifing  fiknt,  wrapt  in  holy  fear. 
Before  the  majefty  of  heaven  appear. 
Trembling  they  ftand,  w  hik  Jove  alTumes  the  throne. 
All,  but  the  God's  imperious  queen  alone ;  695* 

Late  had  (he  view'd  the  filver-footed  dame. 
And  all  her  paffions  kindled  into  flame. 
Say,  artful  manager  of  heaven  (fhe  cries) 
Who  now  partakes  the  fee  rets  of  the  flcies  ? 
Thy.  Juno  knows  not  the  decrees  of  fate,  70a 

In  vain  the  partner  of  imperial  ftate. 
What  favourite  Goddefs  thsn  thofe  cares  divides. 
Which  Jove  in  prudence  from  his  confort  hides  ? 

To  this  the  Thunderer :     Seek  not  thou  to  find 
The  facred  counfeJs  of  Almighty  mind  :  705' 

Imolv'd  in  darknefs  lies  the  great  decree. 
Nor  can  the  depths  of  fate  be  pierc'd  by  thee. 
What  fits  thy  knowledge,  thou  the  firil  fhalt  know 
The  firft  of  Gods  above  and  men  below  ; 
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'■iut  thou,  noc  they,  fhall  fearch  the  thoughts  that  roll  7 1  o 
Deep  in  the  clofe  recefles  of  my  foul. 

Full  on  the  fir-e  the  Goddefs  of  the  Ikics 
RoII'd  the  large  orbs  of  her  majeftic  eyes. 
And  thus  retum'd  :     Auftere  Saturnius,  fay 
'From  whence  this  wrath,  or  who  controls  thy  fway  ?  7 1 J 
Thy  boundlefs  will,  for  me  remains,  in  force. 
And  all  thy  councils  take  the  deftin'd  courfe. 
But  'tis  for  Greece  I  fear:  for  late  was  feen 
In  clofe  confult  the  Silver- footed  Queen. 
Jove  to  his  Thetis  nothing  could  deny,  720 

Nor  was  the  fignal  vain  that  fliobk.  the  flcy. 
What  fatal  favour  has  the  Goddefs  won. 
To  grace  her  fierce,  inexorable  fon  ? 
Perhaps  in  Grecian  blood  to  drench  the  plain. 
And  glut  his  vengeance  with  my  people  flain.  72  j 

Then  thus  the  God :     Oh  reftlefs  fate  of  pride. 
That  ftrives  to  learn  what  heaven  refolves  to  hide ; 
Vain  is  the  fearch,  prefumptuous  and  abhorr'd. 
Anxious  to  thee,  and  odious  to  thy  lord. 
Let  this  fuffice ;  th' immutable  d-ecree  730 

No  force  can  fhake  :  what  is,  that  ought  to  be. 
Goddefs  fubmit,  nor  dare  our  will  withfland. 
But  dread  the  power  of  this  avenging  hand  ; 
Th'  united  ftrength  of  all  the  Gods  above 
in  vain  refills  th'  omnipotence  of  Jove.  735 

The  Thunderer  fpoke,  nor  durft  the  Queen  reply  : 
A  reverend  horror  filenc'd  all  the  fl:y. 
The  feaft  difturb'd,  with  forrow  Vulcan  faw 
His  mother  mcnac'd,  and  the  Gods  in  awej 

Peace 
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Peace  at  his  heart,  andpleafure  his  defign,  --^o 

Thus  iiiterpos'd  the  Architeft  Divine  : 

The  wretclied  quarrels  of  the  mortal  ftate 

Are  far  unworthy,  Gods !  of  your  debate : 

Let  men  their  days  in  fenfelefs  ftrife  employ. 

We,  in  eternal  peace  and  conftant  joy.  74  f 

Thou  Goddefs- mother,  with  our  fire  comply. 

Nor  break  the  facred  union  of  the  fky  ; 

Left,  rouz'd  to  rage,  he  fhake  the  bleft  abodes. 

Launch  the  red  lightning,  and  dethrone  the  Gods. 

Ifyoufubmit,  the  Thunderer  ftands  appeas'd ;         7^0 

The  oracious  power  is  willing  to  be  pleas'd. 

Thus  Vulcan  fpoke ;  and  rifing  with  a  bound. 
The  double  bowl  with  fparkling  necT;ar  crown'd. 
Which  held  to  Juno  in  a  chearful  way, 
Goddefs,  (he  cried)  be  patient  and  obey.  -^  ^^ 

Dear  as  you  are,  if  Jove  his  arm  extend, 
I  can  but  grieve,  unable  to  defend. 
W'hat  God  fo  daring  in  your  aid  to  move. 
Or  lift  his  hand  againft  the  force  of  Jove  ? 
Once  in  your  caufp  I  felt  his  matchlefs  might,  760 

Hurl'd  headlong  downward  from  th'  etherial  height ; 
Toft  all  the  day  in  rapid  circles  round; 
Nor,  till  the  fun  defcended,  touch'd  the  ground: 
Ereathlefs  I  fell,  in  giddy  motions  loft ; 
The  Sinthians  rais'd  me  on  the  Lemnian  coaft.         -765 

He  faid,  and  to  her  hands  the  goblet  heav'd. 
Which,  with  a  fmile,  the  whice-arm'd  queen  receiv'd. 
Then  to  the  reft  he  fill'd ;  and  in  his  turn. 
Each  to  his  lips  apply 'd  the  neftar'd  urn, 

Vulcan 


ILIAD,    Book  I.  63 

Vulcan  v/Ith  aukward  grace  his  office  plies,  ^70 

And  unextingiiifh'd  laughter  fhakes  the  fkies. 

Thus  the  bleft  Gods  the  genial  day  prolong. 
In  feafts  ambrofial,  and  celeftial  fong. 
Apollo  tun'd  the  lyre;  the  Mufes  round 
With  voice  alternate  aid  the  filver  found. 
Mean  time  the  radiant  fun,  to  mortal  fight 
Delcending  fwift,  roll'd  down  the  rapid  light. 
Then  to  their  ftarry  domes  the  Gods  depart. 
The  fhining  monuments  of  Vulcan's  art : 
Jove  on  his  couch  reclin'd  his  awful  head,  'j8o 

And  Juno  flumber'd  on  the  golden  bed. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Trial  of  the  Army,  and  Catalogue  bf  the  Forces. 

JUPITER,  in  purfuance  of  the  requeft  of  Thetis,  fends 
a  deceitful  vifion  to  Agamemnon,  perfuadinghim  to 
lead  the  army  to  battle ;  in  order  to  make  the  Greeks 
fenfible  of  their  want  of  Achilles.  The  general,  who 
is  deluded  with  the  hopes  of  taking  Troy  \iithout  his 
affiftance,  but  fears  the  army  was  difcou raged  by  his 
abfence  and  the  late  plague,  as  well  as  by  the  length 
of  time,  contrives  to  make  trial  of  their  difpofition 
by  a  ftratagem.  He  firil:  communicates  his  defign  to 
the  princes  in  council,  that  he  v.ould  propofe  a  return 
to  the  foldiers,  and  that  they  fhould  put  a  flop  to  them 
if  the  propofal  was  embraced.  Then  he  aflembles  the 
whole  holt,  and  upon  moving  for  a  return  to  Greece, 
they  unanimoufly  agree  to  it,  and  run  to  prepare  the 
Ihips.  They  are  detained  by  the  management  of 
UlyiTes,  who  chaftifes  the  Infolence  of  Therlites.  The 
affembly  is  recalled,  feveral  fpeeches  made  on  the 
occafion,  and  at  length  the  advice  of  Neftor  followed, 
which  was,  to  make  a  general  mufter  of  the  troops, 
and  to  divide  them  into  their  feveral  nations,  before 
they  proceeded  to  battle.  This  gives  occafion  to  the 
poet  to  enumerate  ail  the  forces  of  the  Greeks  and 
Trojans,  and  in  a  large  catalogue. 

The  time  employed  in  this  book  confifts  not  entire- 
ly of  one  day.  The  fcene  lies  in  the  Grecian  camp 
and  upon  the  fea-lhore ;  toward  the  end  it  removes 
to  Troy. 
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No  W  pleafing  deep  had  feal'd  each  mortal  eye, 
Stretch'd  in  the  tents  the  Grecian  leaders  lie, 
Th'  immortals  flumber'd  on  their  thrones  above; 
All,  but  the  ever  wakeful  eyes  of  Jove. 
To  honour  Thetis'"  fon  he  bends  his  care,  <; 

And  plunge  the  Greeks  in  all  the  woe,s  of  war : 
Then  bids  an  empty  phantom  rife  to  fight. 
And  thus  commands  the  vifion  of  the  night : 

Fly  hence,  deluding  Dream  !  and,  light  as  air. 
To  Agamemnon's  ample  tent  repair.  lO 

Bid  him  in  arms  draw  forth  th'  embattled  train, 
Lead  all  his  Grecians  to  the  dufty  plain. 
Declare,  ev'n  now  'tis  given  him  to  deftroy 
The  lofty  towers  of  wide-extended  Troy. 
For  now  no  more  the  Gods  with  fate  contend,  i  j 

At  Juno's  fuit  the  heavenly  faftions  end. 
Deilruflion  hangs  o'er  yon  devoted  wall. 
And  nodding  Ilion  waits  th'  impending  fall. 

Swift  as  the  word  the  vain  illufion  fled, 
Defcends,  and  hovers  o'er  Atrides'  head;  20 

Cloath'd  in  the  figure  of  the  Pilian  fage, 
Rcnown'd  for  wifdom,  and  rever'd  for  age ; 

F  2  Around 
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Around  his  temples  fpreads  his  golden  wing. 
And  thus  the  flattering  dream  deceives  the  king : 

Can'ft  thou,  with  all  a  monarch's  cares  oppreft,      23' 
Oh,  Atreus  fon !  can'ft  thou  indulge  thy  reft  ? 
ill  fits  a  chief  who  mighty  nations  guides, 
Direds  in  council,  and  in  war  prefides. 
To  whom  its  fafety  a  whole  people  owes. 
To  wafte  long  nights  in  indolent  repofe,  30 

Monarch,  awake  !  'tis  Jove's  command  I  bear; 
Thou,  and  thy  glory,  claim  his  heavenly  care. 
In  juft  array  draw  forth  th'  embattled  train. 
Lead  all  thy  Grecians  to  the  dufty  plain ; 
Ev'n  now,  O  king !  'tis  given  thee  to  deftroy  -j^ 

The  lofty  towers  of  wide-extended  Troy. 
For  now  no  more  the  Gods  with  fate  contend. 
At  Juno's  fuit  the  heavenly  factions  end. 
Deftruction  hangs  o'er  yon  devoted  v,all. 
And  nodding  Ilion  waits  th'  impending  fall.  40 

Awake,  but  waking  this  advice  approve. 
And  truft  the  vifion  that  defcends  from  Jove. 

The  phantom  faid  :  then  vanifh'd  from  his  fight, 
Refolves  to  air,  and  mixes  with  the  night. 
A  thoufand  fchemes  the  monarch's  mind  employ;       45 
Elate  in  thought,  he  facks  untaken  Troy : 
Vain  as  he  was,  and  to  the  future  blind  ; 
ISTor  faw  v.hat  Jove  and  fecret  fate  defign'd. 
What  mighty  toils  to  either  hoft  remain. 
What  fcenes  of  grief,  and  numbers  of  the  (lain !        50 
Eager  he  rifes,  and  in  fancy  hears 
The  voice  celeflial  murmuring  in  his  ears, 

Firft 
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Firft  on  his  limbs  a  flender  veft  he  drew. 

Around  him  next  the  regal  mantle  threw  ; 

Th'  embroider'd  fandals  on  his  feet  were  tied ;  5  j 

The  ftarry  faulchion  glitter'd  at  his  fide  ; 

And  laft  his  arm  the  mafiy  fceptre  loads, 

Unftain'd,  immortal,  and  the  gift  of  Gods. 

Now  rofy  morn  afcends  the  court  of  Jove, 

Lifts  up  her  light,  and  opens  day  above.  60 

The  king  difpatch'd  his  heralds  with  commands 

To  range  the  camp,  and  fummon  all  the  bands : 

The  gathering  hofts  the  monarch's  word  obey ; 

While  to  the  fleet  Atrides  bends  his  way. 

In  his  black  (hip  the  Pylian  prince  he  found ;  6  j 

There  calls  a  fenate  of  the  Peers  around  : 

Th'  affembly  plac'd,  the  king  of  men  expreft 

The  counfels  labouring  in  his  artful  breaft  : 

Friends  and  confederates !   with  attentive  ear 
Receive  my  words,  and  credit  what  you  hear.  70 

Late  as  I  flumber'd  in  the  fhades  of  night, 
A  dream  divine  appear'd  before  my  fight ; 
WTiofe  vifionary  form  like  Neftor  came. 
The  fame  in  habit,  and  in  mien  the  fame. 
The  heavenly  phantom  hover'd  o'er  my  head,  -j- 

And,  doll  thou  fleep.  Oh,  Atreus' fon  ?  (heuiid) 
111  fits  a  chief  who  mighty  nations  guides, 
Direfts  in  council,  and  in  war  prefides. 
To  whom  its  fafety  a  whole  people  owes ; 
To  wafte  long  nights  in  indolent  repofe.  80 

Monarch,  awake!  'tis  Jove's  command  I  bear. 
Thou  and  thy  glory  claim  his  heavenly  care. 

F  3  In 
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in  juft  array  draw  forth  th'  embattled  train. 

And  lead  the  Grecians  to  the  dully  plain  ; 

Ev"n  now,  O  king !  'tis  given  thee  to  deftroy  8  j; 

The  lofty  towers  of  wide-extended  Troy. 

For  now  no  lEore  the  Gods  with  fate  contend ; 

At  Juno's  fuit  the  heavenly  faftions  end. 

Deltruftion  hangs  o'er  yon  devoted  wall. 

And  nodding  ilion  waits  th'  impending  fall.  50 

This  hear  obfervant,  and  the  Gods  obey  ! 

The  vifion  fpoke,  and  pail  in  air  away. 

Now,  valiant  chiefs  !  iince  Heaven  itfelf  alarms ; 

Unite,  and  roufe  the  fons  of  Greece  to  arms. 

But  firi!,  with  caution  try  what  yet  they  dare,  o^ 

Worn  with  nine  years  of  unfuccefsful  war  ! 

To  move  the  troops  to  raeafure  back  the  main, 

Ee  mine  ;  and  your's  the  province  to  detain. 

He  fpoke,  and  fat ;  when  Neftcr  riling  faid, 
{Neftor,  whom  Pylos'  fandy  realms  obey'd)  ioo 

Princes  of  Greece,  your  faithful  ears  incline. 
Nor  doubt  the  vifion  of  the  Powers  divine ; 
Sent  by  great  Jove  to  him  who  rules  the  hoft. 
Forbid  it.  Heaven !  this  warning  fliould  be  loft  I 
Then  let  us  hafte,  obey  the  God's  alarms,  105 

And  join  to  roufe  the  fons  of  Greece  to  arms. 

Thus  fpoke  the  fage  :  The  kings  without  delay 
Diffohe  the  council,  and  their  chief  obey  : 
■^i  he  fceptred  rulers  lead ;  the  follov.-ing  hoft 
Pour'd  forth  by  thoufands,  darkens  all  the  coaft.     i  ro 
As  from  fome  rocky  cleft  the  fhepherd  fees 
Cluilering  in  heaps  on  heaps  the  driving  bees. 

Rolling, 
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Rolling,  and  blackening,  fwarms  fucceeding  fwarms. 

With  deeper  murmurs  and  more  hoarfe  alarms ; 

Duflcy  they  fpread,  a  clofe  embody 'd  crowd,  1 1  ^ 

And  o'er  the  vale  defcends  the  living  cloud. 

So,  from  the  tents  and  fhips,  a  lengthening  train 

Spreads  all  the  beach,  and  wide  o'erfhades  the  plain  : 

Along  the  region  runs  a  deafening  found ; 

Beneath  their  footfteps  groans  the  trembling  grouncL 

Fame  flies  before,  the  melfenger  of  Jove,  120 

And  fhining  foars,  and  claps  her  wings  above. 

Nine  facred  heralds  now,  proclaiming  loud 

The  monarch's  will,  fufpend  the  liftening  crowd. 

Soon  as  the  throngs  in  order  rang'd  appear,  1 25- 

And  fainter  murmurs  dy'd  upon  the  ear. 

The  king  of  kings  his  awful  figure  rais'd  ; 

High  in  his  hand  the  golden  fceptre  blaz'd : 

The  golden  fceptre,  of  ccleftial  frame. 

By  Vulcan  form'd,  from  Jove  to  Hermes  came  :      130 

To  Pelops  he  th'  immortal  gift  refign'd  ; 

Th'  immortal  gift  great  Pelops  left  behind. 

In  Atreus'  hand,  v.-hich  not  with  Atreusends, 

To  rich  Thyeftes  next  the  prize  defcends : 

And  now  the  mark  of  Agamemnon's  reign,  i^r 

Subjects  all  Argos,  and  controls  the  main. 

On  this  bright  fceptre  now  the  king  recHu'd, 
And  artful  thus  pronounc'd  the  fpeech  defign'd  ; 
Ye  fons  of  Mars  !  partake  your  leader's  care. 
Heroes  of  Greece,  and  brothers  of  the  war  !  140 

Of  partial  Jove  with  juftice  I  complain. 
And  heavenly  oracles  believ'd  in  \ain. 

F  .1.  A  fafe 
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A  fafe  return  was  promis'd  to  our  toils, 

Renown'd,  triumphant,  and  enrich'd  with  fpoils. 

Now  fhaineful  flight  alone  can  fave  the  hoft,  14? 

Our  blood,  our  treafure,  and  our  glory  loft. 

So  Jove  decrees,  refiftlefs  lord  of  all ! 

At  whofe  command  whole  empires  rife  or  fall : 

He  fhakes  the  feeble  props  of  human  truft. 

And  towns  and  armies  humbles  to  the  duft.  1 50 

V/hat  fhaine  to  Greece  a  fruitlefs  war  to  wage. 

Oh,  lafting  (hame  in  every  future  age ! 

Once  great  in  arms,  the  comm.on  fcom  we  grow, 

Repuls'd  and  baffled  by  a  feeble  foe  : 

So  fmall  their  number,  that  if  wars  were  ceas'd,       i  r  c 

And  Greece  triumphant  held  a  general  feaft. 

All  rank'd  by  tens,  whole  decads  when  they  dine 

Muft  want  a  Trojan  flave  to  pour  the  wine. 

But  other  forces  have  our  hopes  o'erthrown. 

And  Troy  prevails  by  armies  not  her  own.  1 60 

Now  nine  long  years  of  mighty  Jove  are  run. 

Since  firft  the  labours  of  this  war  begun : 

Our  cordage  torn,  decay'd  our  vefiels  lie. 

And  fcarce  enfure  the  wretched  power  to  fly. 

Kafte  then,  for  ever  leave  the  Trojan  wall !  1 6^ 

Our  weeping  wives,  our  tender  children  call : 

Love,  duty,  fafety,  fummon  us  away, 

'Tis  nature "s  voice,  and  nature  we  obey. 

Our  Ihatter'd  barks  may  yet  tranfport  us  o'er. 

Safe  and  inglorious,  to  our  native  fhore.  170 

Fly,  Grecians,  fly,  your  fails  and  oars  employ. 

And  dream  no  mcr€  of  Heaven-defended  Troy. 

His 
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His  deep  defign  unknown,  the  hofts  approve 
Atrides'  fpeech.     The  mighty  numbers  move. 
So  roll  the  billows  to  th'  Icarian  ftiore,  ly^ 

From  Eaft  and  South  when  winds  begin  to  roar, 
Burft  their  dark  manfions  in  the  clouds,  and  fweep 
The  v/hitening  furface  of  the  ruffled  deep. 
And  as  on  corn  when  w^eftern  gufts  defcend. 
Before  the  blaft  the  lofty  harveft  bends :  1 80 

Thus  o'er  the  field  the  moving  hoft  appears. 
With  nodding  plumes,  and  groves  of  w-dving  fpears. 
The  gathering  murmur  ipreads,  their  trampling  feet 
Beat  the  loofe  fands,  and  thicken  to  the  fleet. 
With  long- refounding cries  they  urge  the  train       iB^ 
To  fit  the  fliips,  and  launch  into  the  main. 
They  toil,  they  fweat,  thick  clouds  of  duft  arife. 
The  doubling  clamours  echo  to  the  fkies. 
Ev'n  th.en  the  Greeks  had  left  the  hollile  plain. 
And  fate  decreed  the  fall  of  Troy  in  A'ain  ;  190 

But  Jove's  imperial  queen  their  flight  furvey'd. 
And  fighing,  thus  befpoke  the  blue-ey'd  maid : 

Shall  then  the  Grecians  fly !  O  dire  difgrace  .' 
And  leave  unpunifh'd  this  perfidious  race  ? 
Shall  Troy,  fhail  Priam,  and  th'  adulterous  fpoufe,     19^ 
In  peace  enjoy  the  fruits  of  broken  vows  ? 
And  braveft  chiefs,  in  Helen's  quarrel  flain. 
Lie  unreveng'd  on  yon  detefted  plain  ? 
No:  let  my  Greeks,  unmov'd  by  vain  alarms. 
Once  more  refulgent  fhine  in  brazen  arms.  200 

Hafte,  Goddefs,  halte!  the  flying  haft  detain. 
Nor  let  one  fail  be  hoifted  on  tliC  main. 

Pallas 
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Pallas  obeys,  and  from  Olympus'  height 
Swift  to  the  fhips  precipitates  her  flight ; 
Ulyffes,  firft  in  public  cares,  fne  found,  20C 

For  prudent  counfel  like  the  Gods  renown'd : 
Opprefs'd  with  gen'rous  grief  the  hero  flood. 
Nor  drew  his  fable  veffels  to  the  flood. 
And  is  it  thus,  divine  Laertes'  fon  ! 
Thus  fly  the  Greeks  (the  martial  maid  begun)         210 
Thus  to  their  count; ^  be"r  their  own  difgrace. 
And  fame  eternal  leave  to  Priam's  race  ? 
Shall  beauteous  Helen  ftill  remain  unfreed. 
Still  unreveng'd  a  thoufand  heroes  bleed  ? 
Plafte,  generous  Ithacus !  prevent  the  fliame,  215 

Recall  your  armies,  and  your  chiefs  reclaim. 
Your  own  reflftlefs  eloquence  employ. 
And  to  the  Immortals  truft  the  fall  of  Troy. 

The  voice  divine  confefs'd  the  warlike  maid, 
Ulyffes  heard,  nor  uninfpir'd  obey'd  :  2  20 

Then  meeting  firft  Atrides,  from  his  hand 
Pvcceiv'd  th'  imperial  fceptre  of  command. 
Thus  grac'd,  attention  and  refpeft  to  gain. 
He  runs,  he  flies,  through  all  the  Grecian  train. 
Each  prince  of  name,  or  chief  in  arms  approv'd,      225 
Ke  fir'd  with  praife,  or  with  perfuafion  mov'd. 

Warriours,  like  you,  with  ftreiigth  and  wifdom  bleft. 
By  brave  examples  fhould  confirm  the  reft. 
The  monarch's  will  not  yet  revcal'd  appears ; 
He  tries  our  courage,  but  refents  our  fears,  250 

Th'  unwary  Greeks  his  fury  may  provoke ; 
Not  thus  the  king  in  fecrct  council  fpoke. 

Jove 
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Jove  loves  our  chief,  from  Jove  his  honour  fprings. 
Beware !  for  dreadful  is  the  wrath  of  kings. 

But  if  a  clamorous  vile  plebeian  rofe,  235 

Him  with  reproof  he  check'd,  or  tam'd  with  blow«. 
Be  ftill,  thou  flave,  and  to  thy  betters  yield  ; 
Unknown  alike  in  council  and  in  field  ! 
Ye  Gods,  what  daftards  would  ourhoft  command. 
Swept  to  the  war,  the  lumber  of  a  land !  240 

Be  filent,  wretch,  and  think  not  here  allov,''d 
That  worft  of  tyrants,  an  ufurping  crowd  : 
To  one  fole  monarch  Jove  commits  the  fway ; 
His  are  the  laws,  and  him  let  all  obey. 

With  v/ords  like  thefe  the  troops  Ulyffes  rul'd,     24^ 
The  loudeft  filenc'd,  and  the  fierceft  cool'd. 
Back  to  th'  aficmbly  roll'd  the  thronging  train, 
Defcrr  the  fhips,  and  pour  upon  the  plain. 
Munr.uring  they  move,  as  vvhen  old  Ocean  roars. 
And  heaves  huge  furges  to  the  trembling  fhores  :         2  ^o 
The  groaning  banks  are  burft  with  bellowing  found. 
The  rocks  remurmur,  and  the  deeps  rebound. 
At  length  the  tumult  finks,  the  noifes  ceafe. 
And  a  ftill  filence  lulls  the  camp  to  peace, 
Therfites  only  clamour'd  in  the  throng,  25^ 

Loquacious,  loud,  and  turbulent  of  tongue  : 
Aw'd  by  no  (hame,  by  no  refpeds  control'd. 
In  fcandal  bafy,  in  reproaches  bold  : 
With  witty  malice  ftudious  to  defame  : 
Scorn  all  his  jov,  and  laughter  all  his  aim  ;  260 

But  chief  he  glory'd,  with  licentious  ftile. 
To  lalh  the  groat,  and  monarchs  to  revile. 

His 
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His  figure  fucli  as  might  his  foul  proclaim  ; 

One  eye  was  blinking,  and  one  leg  was  lame ; 

His  mountain  fhoulders  half  his  bread  o'erfpread,  263 

Thin  hairs  beftrew'd  his  long  mifhapen  head. 

Spleen  to  mankind  his  envious  heart  pofTeft, 

And  much  he  hated  all,  but  moil  the  beft. 

UlylTes  or  Achilles  ftill  his  theme ; 

But  royal  fcandalhis  delight  fupremc.  270 

Long  had  heliv'd  the  fcorn  of  every  Greek, 

Vext  when  he  fpoke,  yet  ftill  they  heard  him  fpeak. 

Sharp  was  his  voice,  which,  in  the  fhrilleft  tone. 

Thus  with  injurious  taunts  attack'd  the  throne  : 

Amidft  the  glories  of  fo  bright  a  reign,  275 

What  moves  the  great  Atrides  to  com,plain  ? 
'Tis  thine  whate'er  the  warriour's  breaft  inflames, 
'i'he  golden  fpoil,  and  thine  the  lovely  dames. 
With  all  the  wealth  our  wars  and  blood  bellow. 
Thy  tents  are  crowded,  and  thy  cheils  o'erflow,      280 
Thus  at  full  eafe  in  heaps  of  riches  roll'd. 
What  grieves  the  m.onarch  ?     Is  it  third  of  gold  ? 
Say,  fhall  we  march  with  our  unconquer'd  powers, 
(The  Greeks  and  I)  to  Ilion's  hoftile  towers. 
And  bring  the  race  of  royal  baftards  here,  285' 

For  Troy  to  ranfom  at  a  price  too  dear  ? 
But  fafer  plunder  thy  own  hofl:  fupplies ; 
Say,  would'il  thou  feize  fome  valiant  leader's  prize  ? 
Or,  if  thy  heart  to  generous  love  be  led. 
Some  captive  fair,  to  blefs  thy  kingly  bed  ?  290 

W'hate'er  our  matter  craves,  fubmit  we  muil. 
Plagued  with  his  pride,  or  punilh'd  for  his  luil. 

Oh 
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Oh  women  of  Achaia !  men  no  more !  ^ 

Hence  let  us  fly,  and  let  him  wafte  his  ftore  L 

In  loves  and  pleafures  on  the  Phrygian  fliore,         2953 
We  may  be  wanted  on  fome  bufy  day. 
When  Heftor  comes :  (o  great  Achilles  may : 
From  him  he  forc'd  the  prize  we  jointly  gave. 
From  him,  the  fierce,  the  fearlefs,  and  the  brave : 
And  durft  he,  as  he  ought,  refent  that  wrong,         300 
This  mighty  tyrant  were  no  tyrant  long. 
Fierce  from  his  feat  at  this  Ulyffes  fprings. 
In  generous  vengeance  of  the  king  of  kings ; 
With  indignation  fparkling  in  his  eyes. 
He  views  the  wretch,  and  fternly  thus  replies :         30 - 

Peace,  faftious  monfter,  born  to  vex  the  ftate. 
With  wrangling  talents  form'd  for  foul  debate  : 
Curb  that  impetuous  tongue,  nor,  rafhly  vain 
And  fingly  mad,  afperfe  the  fovereign  reign. 
Have  we  not  known  thee,  flave!  ofallourhoft,      310 
The  man  who  aifts  the  leaft,  upbraids  the  moft  ? 
Think  not  the  Greeks  to  Ihameful  flight  to  bring. 
Nor  let  thofe  lips  profane  the  name  of  king. 
For  our  return  we  truft  the  heavenly  Powers ; 
Be  that  their  care;  to  fight  like  men  be  ours.  31  r 

But  grant  the  hoft  with  wealth  the  general  load. 
Except  detradlon,  what  haft  thou  beftow'd  ? 
Suppofe  fome  hero  fhould  his  fpoils  refign. 
Art  thou  that  hero,  could  thofe  fpoils  be  thine  ? 
Gods !  let  me  perifh  on  this  hateful  fhore,  320 

And  letthefe  eyes  behold  my  fon  no  more ; 
If,  on  thy  next  offence,  this  hand  forbear 
To  ftrip  t!)ofe  arms  thou  ill  deferv'ft  to  wear. 

Expel 
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Expel  the  council  where  our  princes  meet. 

And  fend  thee  fcourg'd  and  howling  thro'  the  fleet.     3  ?  ^ 

He  faid,  and  cowering  as  the  daftard  bends. 
The  weighty  fceptre  on  his  back  defccnds : 
On  the  round  bunch  the  bloody  tumours  rife ; 
The  tears  fpring  ftarting  from  his  haggard  eves : 
Trembling  he  iiit,  and,  flirunk  in  abjeit  fears,        330 
From  his  vile  vifage  wip'd  the  fcalding  tears. 
"While  to  his  neighbour  each  exprefs'd  his  thought : 
Ye  Gods !  what  wonders  has  Ulyffes  wrought ! 
\Miat  fruits  his  condufi;  and  his  courage  vield  ; 
Great  in  the  council,  glorious  in  the  field !  ^35; 

Generous  he  rifes  in  the  crov.-n's  defence. 
To  curb  the  faftious  tongue  of  infolence. 
Such  j  uft  examples  on  offenders  (hown. 
Sedition  filence,  and  affert  the  throne. 

'Tv.as  thus  the  general  voice  the  hero  prais'd,        340 
Who,  rifmg  high,  th'  imperial  fceptre  rais'd : 
The  blue-ey'd  Pallas,  his  celeftial  friend, 
(In  form  a  herald)  bade  the  crowds  attend. 
Th'  expedting  crowds  in  ilill  attention  hung, 
"Jo  hear  the  wifdom  of  his  hea\ienly  tongue.  ^45 

Then  deeply  thoughtful,  paunng  ere  he  fpoke. 
His  filence  thus  the  prudent  hero  broke  : 

Unhappy  monarch!  whom  the  Grecian  race. 
With  fhame  deferring,  heap  with  vile  difgrace. 
Not  fuch  at  Argos  was  their  generous  vow,  35a 

Once  all  their  voice,  but,  ah  !  forgotten  now  : 
Ne'er  to  return,  was  then  the  common  crv. 
Till  Troy's  proud  ftruclures  fliould  in  alhcs  lie. 

Beliold 
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Behold  them  weeping  for  their  natixe  fliore  ! 

What  could  their  wives  or  helplefs  children  more  ?  35^ 

What  heart  bi't  melts  to  leave  the  tender  train. 

And,  one  fhort  month,  endure  the  wintery  main  ? 

Few  leagues  remov'd,  we  wifli  our  peaceful  feat. 

When  the  fhip  toiTes,  and  the  temi>eOs  beat ; 

Then  well  may  this  long  ftay  provoke  their  tears,        360 

The  tedious  length  of  nine  revoI\ang  years. 

Not  for  their  grief  the  Grecian  hoft  I  blame  ; 

But  vanquifli'd  !  baffled  !  oh,  eternal  fhame ! 

Expeft  the  time  to  Trey's  deilruftion  given. 

And  try  the  faith  of  Chaicas  and  of  Heaven.  365 

What  pafs'd  at  Aulis,  Greece  can  vritnefs  bear. 

And  all  who  live  ro  breathe  this  Phrygian  air. 

Befide  a  fountain's  facred  brink  we  raised 

Our  verdant  altars,  and  the  viftims  blaz'd; 

{ 'Twas  where  the  plane-  tree  fp reads  its  fhades  around )  3  -70 

The  altars  heav'd ;  and  from  the  crumbling  ground 

A  mighty  dragon  fhot,  of  dire  portent ; 

From  Jove  himfelf  the  dreadful  fign.was  fent. 

Strait  to  the  tree  his  fanguine  fpire  he  roU'd, 

And  curl'd  around  in  many  a  winding  fold.  j-jj 

The  topmoft  branch  a  mother-bird  polfefi: ; 

Eight  callow  infants  fiU'd  the  moffy  neft ; 

Herfelfthe  ninth ;  the  ferpent,  as  he  hung, 

Stretch'd  his  black  jaws,  and  crafh'd  the  crying  young  ; 

While  hovering  neai,  with  miferable  moan,  3S0 

The  drooping  mother  wall'd  her  children  gone. 

The  mother  laft,  as  round  the  neft  tlie  {\cw, 

Sciz'd  by  the  beating  wing,  the  monller  ilcw  : 

Nor 
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Nor  long  fiirviv'd ;  to  marble  turn'd,  he  ftands 

A  lading  prodigy  on  Aulis'  fands.  38^ 

Such  was  the  v. ill  of  Jove ;  and  hence  we  dare 

Truft  in  his  omen,  and  fupportthe  war. 

For  while  around  v/e  gaze  with  wondering  eyes. 

And  trembling  fought  the  powers  with  facrifice. 

Full  of  his  God,  the  reverend  Chalcas  cried,  390 

Ye  Grecian  warriours !  lay  your  fears  afide. 

This  wonderous  fignal  Jove  himfelf  difplays. 

Of  long,  long  labours,  but  eternal  praife. 

As  many  birds  as  by  the  fnake  were  flain, 

So  many  years  the  toils  of  Greece  remain ,  59^ 

But  wait  the  tenth,  for  Ilion's  fall  decreed : 

Thus  fpoke  the  prophet,  thus  the  fates  fucceed. 

Obey,  ye  Grecians!  with  fubmiffion  wait. 

Nor  let  your  flight  avert  the  Trojan  fate. 

He  faid  :  the  fhores  with  loud  applaufes  found,      400 
The  hollow  fhips  each  deafening  {hout  rebound. 
Then  Neftor  thus — Thefe  vain  debates  forbear. 
Ye  talk  like  children,  not  like  heroes  dare. 
Where  now  are  all  your  high  refolves  at  laft  ? 
Your  leagues  concluded,  your  engagements  part  ?      40  ? 
Vow'd  with  libations  and  with  viftims  then. 
Now  vanifh'd  like  their  finoke  :  the  faith  of  men  ! 
While  ufelefs  words  confume  th'  unaftive  hours. 
No  wonder  Troy  fo  long  refiits  our  powers. 
Rife,  great  Atrides !  and  with  courage  fway ;  410 

We  march  to  v/ar,  if  thou  diredl  the  way. 
But  leave  the  few  that  dare  refift  thy  laws. 
The  mean  deferters  of  the  Grecian  caufe. 

To 
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To  jrudge  the  conquefts  mighty  Jove  prepares, 
And  view  with  envy  our  fuccefsful  wars,  415 

On  that  great  day  when  firft  the  martial  train. 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Ilion,  plow'd  the  main, 
Jove  on  the  right,  a  profoerous  fignal  fent. 
And  thunder  rolling  fhook.  the  firmament. 
Encourag'd  hence,  maintain  the  glorious  flrife,      420 
Till  every  foldier  grafp  a  Phrygian  wife, 
Till  Helen's  woes  at  full  reveng'd  appear, 
And  Troy's  proud  matrons  render  tear  for  tear. 
Eefore  that  day,  if  any  Greek  invite 
His  country's  troops  to  bafc,  inglorious  fiight;       425 
Stand  forth  that  Greek!  and  hoift  his  fail  to  fly. 
And  die  the  daftard  firft,  who  dreads  to  die. 
But  now,  O  monarch!  all  thy  chiefs  advife: 
Nor  what  they  offer,  thou  thyfelf  dcfpife. 
Among  thofe  councils,  let  not  mine  be  vain  ;  4.30 

In  tribes  and  nations  to  divide  thy  train ; 
His  feparate  troops  let  every  leader  call. 
Each  ftrengthen  each,  and  all  encourage  all. 
What  chief,  or  foldier,  of  the  numerous  band. 
Or  bravely  fights,  or  ill  obeys  command,  455 

When  thus  diftind  they  war,  fliall  focn  be  known. 
And  what  the  caufe  of  Ilion  not  o'er-thrown  ; 
If  fate  refifts,  or  if  our  arms  are  flow. 
If  Gods  above  prevent,  or  men  below. 

To  him  the  king :  How  much  thy  years  excel      440 
In  arts  of  council,  and  in  fpeaking  well? 
O  would  the  Gods,  in  love  to  Greece,  decree 
-But  ten  fuch  fages  as  they  grant  in  thee; 
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Such  wlfdom  foon  fhould  Priam's  force  deftroy. 

And  foon  fliould  fall  the  haughty  towers  of  Troy !  445- 

Eut  Jove  forbids,  who  plunges  thofe  he  hates 

In  fierce  contention  and  in  vain  debates. 

Now  great  Achilles  from  our  aid  withdraws. 

By  meprovok'd;  a  captive  maid  thecaufe  : 

If  e'er  as  friends  we  join,  the  Trojan  wall  4J0 

Muft  fhake,  and  heavy  will  the  vengeance  fall ! 

i^ut  now,  ye  warriours,  take  a  fliort  repaft  : 

And,  well-refre(h'd,  to  bloody  conflift  haftc. 

His  iliarpen'd  fpear  let  every  Grecian  wield. 

And  c\  ery  Grecian  fix  his  brazen  (hield ;  45  j 

Let  all  excite  the  ner/  fteeds  of  war. 

And  all  for  combat  fit  the  rattling  car. 

This  day,  this  dreadful  day,  let  each  contend  ; 

No  reft,  no  refpite,  till  the  {liades  defcend ; 

Till  darknefs,  01"  till  death,  fiiall  cover  all :  460 

Let  the  war  bleed,  and  let  the  mighty  fall ! 

Till  bath'd  in  fweat  be  every  manly  breaft. 

With  the  huge  fhield  each  brav/ny  arm  depreft. 

Each  aching  nerve  refufe  the  lance  to  throw. 

And  each  fpent  courfer  at  the  chariot  blow.  465 

Who  dares,  inglorious,  in  his  fliips  to  (lay. 

Who  dares  to  tremble  on  this  fignal  day ; 

That  v.retch,  too  mean  to  fall  by  martial  power. 

The  birds  (hall  mangle,  and  the  dogs  devour. 

The  monarch  fpoke ;  andfl:raight  a  murmur  rofe, 
Ix)ud  as  the  furges  when  the  tempeA  blows,  470 

That  dafh'd  on  broken  rocks  tumultuous  roar. 
And  foam  and  thunder  on  the  ftony  (here. 

Straight 
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rraight  to  the  tents  the  troops  difperfiiig  bend. 
The  fires  are  kindled,  and  the  fmokes  afcend  j         47  j 
With  hafty  feaft  they  facrifice,  and  pray 
T'  avert  the  dangers  of  the  doubtful  day. 
A  fteer  of  five  years'  age,  large  limb'd,  and  fed. 
To  Jove's  high  altars  Agamemnon  led  : 
There  bade  the  nobleft  of  the  Grecian  peers  ;  4S0 

And  Neftor  firil,  as  mofl  advanc'd  in  years. 
Next  came  Idomeneus,  and  Tydeus'  fon, 
Ajax  the  lefs,  and  Ajax  Telamon; 
Then  wife  UlyfTes  in  his  rank  was  plac'd; 
And  Menelaus  came  unbid,  the  laft.  48^ 

The  chiefs  furround  the  deflin'd  beaft,  and  take 
The  facred  ofR;ring  of  the  falted  cake. 
When  thus  the  king  prefers  his  folemn  prayer  : 
Oh  thou !  whofe  thunder  rends  the  clouded  air. 
Who  in  the  heaven  of  heavens  has  fix'd  thy  throne,  490 
Supreme  of  Gods !  unbounded  and  alone  ! 
Hear!  and  before  the  burning  fun  defcends. 
Before  the  night  her  gloomy  veil  extends. 
Low  in  the  dull  be  laid  yon  hoftile  fpires. 
Be  Priam's  palace  funk  in  Grecian  fires,  49  j 

In  Hector's  bread:  be  plung'd  this  fhining  Avord, 
And  (laughter 'd  heroes  groan  around  their  lord  L 
Thus  pray'd  the  chief;  his  unavailing  prayer 
Great  Jove  refus'd,  and  toil  in  empty  air : 
The  God  averfe,  while  yet  the  fumes  arofe,  500 

Prepar'd  new  toils,  and  doubled  woes  on  woes. 
Their  prayers  perform'd,  the  chiefs  the  ritepurfue. 
The  barley  fprinkled,  and  the  vidira  flew, 
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The  limbs  thev^  fever  from  th'  inclofing  hide. 

The  thighs,  felefted  to  the  Gods,  divide.  ^oj 

On  thefe,  in  double  cauls  involv'd  with  art. 

The  choiceft  morfels  lie  from  every  part. 

From  the  cleft  wood  the  crackling  flames  afpire. 

While  the  fat  victim  feeds  the  facred  fire. 

The  thighs  thus  facrific'd,  and  entrails  dreft,  rio 

Th'  afliftants  part,  transfix,  and  roaft  the  reft; 

Then  fpread  the  tables,  the  repaft  prepare. 

Each  takes  his  feat,  and  each  recei\es  his  fhare. 

Soon  as  the  rage  of  hunger  was  fuppreft. 

The  generous  Neftor  thus  the  prince  addreft :  5;  1 5; 

Now  bid  thy  heralds  found  the  loud  alarms. 
And  call  the  fquadrons  fheath'd  in  brazen  arras  : 
Now  feize  th'  occafion,  now  the  troops  furvey. 
And  lead  to  war  when  Heaven  direds  the  way. 

He  faid ;  the  monarch  iffued  his  commands;         ^-20 
Straight  the  loud  heralds  call  the  gathering  bands. 
The  chiefs  inclofe  their  king :  the  holl  divide. 
In  tribes  and  nations  rank'd  on  either  fide. 
High  in  the  midfl:  the  blue-ey'd  Virgin  flies  ; 
From  rank  to  rank  fne darts  her  ardent  eyes;  ^25 

The  dreadful  xgis,  Jove's  immortal  fhield, 
Elaz'd  on  her  arm,  and  lighten'd  all  the  field  : 
Round  the  vaft  orb  an  hundred  ferpents  roUd, 
Form'd  the  bright  fringe,  and  feem'd  to  burn  in  gold. 
With  this  each  Grecian's  manly  breaft  (he  warms,        530 
Swells  theirbold  hearts,  and  firings  their  nervous  arms ; 
No  more  they  figh,  inglorious,  to  return, 
.But  breathe  revenge,  and  for  the  combat  burn. 

As 
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As  on  foine  mountain,  through  the  lofty  grove, 
'I'he  crackling  flames  afcend,  and  blaze  above ;         53  j 
The  fires  expanding  as  the  winds  arife. 
Shoot  their  long  beams,  and  kindle  half  the  fkies : 
So  from  the  polifli'd  arms,  and  brazen  fhields, 
A  gleamy  fplendour  fia!h"d  along  the  fields. 
Not  lefs  their  number  than  th'  embody 'd  cranes,       540 
Or  milk-white  fwans  in  Afius'  watery  plains. 
That  o'er  the  windings  of  Cayfler's  fprings. 
Stretch  their  long  necks,  and  clap  their  ruftling  wings. 
Now  tower  aloft,  and  courfe  in  airy  rounds ; 
Now  light  with  noife;  with  noife  the  field  refounds. 
Thus  numerous  and  confus'd,  extending  wide. 
The  legions  crowd  Scamander's  flowery  fide ; 
With  rufhing  troops  the  plains  are  covered  o'er. 
And  thundering  footileps  fhake  the  founding  fliore. 
Along  the  river's  level  meads  they  ftand,  5^0 

Thick  as  in  fpring  the  flowers  adorn  the  land. 
Or  leaves  the  trees ;  or  thick  as  infedls  play. 
The  wandering  nation  of  a  fummer's  day. 
That,  draw  n  by  milky  fleams,  at  evening  hours. 
In  gather'd  fwarms  furround  the  rural  bowers ;  5^5* 

From  pail  to  pail  with  bufy  murmur  run 
The  gilded  legions,  glittering  in  the  fun. 
So  throng'd,  fo  clofe,  the  Grecian  fquadrons  flood 
In  radiant  arms,  and  thirfl  for  Trojan  blood. 
Each  leader  now  his  fcattered  force  conjoins  560 

In  clofe  array,  and  forms  the  deepening  lines. 
Not  with  more  eafe,  the  Ikilful  fliepherd  fwain 
CoUcds  his  flocks  from  thoufands  on  the  plain. 
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The  King  of  Kings,  majeftically  tall. 
Towers  o'er  his  armies,  and  outfhines  them  all ;        565' 
Like  fome  proud  bull  that  round  the  paftures  leads 
His  fubjeft-herds,  the  monarch  of  the  meads. 
Great  as  the  Gods,  th'  exalted  chief  was  feen, 
Hisftrength  like  Neptune,  and  like  Mars  his  mien, 
Jove  o'er  his  eyes  celeftial  glories  fpread,  570 

And  dawning  conqueft  play'd  around  his  head. 
Say,  Virgins,  feated  round  the  throne  divine. 
All-knowing  GoddefTes !  immortal  nine ! 
Since  earth's  wide  regions,  heaven's  unmeafur'd  height. 
And  hell's  abyfs,  hide  nothing  from  your  fight,      57^ 
(We,  wretched  mortals !  loft  in  doubts  below. 
But  guefs  by  rumour,  and  but  boaft  we  know) 
Oh,  fay  what  heroes,  iir'd  by  thirft  of  fame. 
Or  urg'd  by  wrongs,  to  Troy's  deftrudion  came  ? 
To  count  them  all,  demands  a  thoufand  tongues,     580 
A  throat  of  brafs,  and  adamantine  lungs. 
Daughters  of  Jove,  affift  !  infpir'd  by  you 
The  mighty  labour  dauntlefs  I  purfue : 
What  crowded  armies,  from  what  climes  they  bring. 
Their  names,  their  numbers,  and  their  chiefs,  I  fmg. 

The  Catalogue  of  the  Ships. 

The  hardy  warriours  whom  Boeotia  bred, 
Penelius,  Leitus,  Prothoenor  led  : 
With  thefe  Arcefilaus  and  Clonius  ftand, 
Equal  in  arms,  and  equal  in  command. 
Thefe  head  the  troops  that  rocky  Aulis  yields,  590 

And  Eteon's  hills,  and  Hyrie's  watery  fields. 

And 
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And  Schoenos,  Scholos,  Grxa  near  the  main. 
And  Ahxaleffia's  ample  piny  plain, 
f'hofe  who  on  Peteon  or  Ilefion  dwell, 
i)r  Harma  where  Apollo's  prophet  fell ;  ^gj 

Heleon  and  Hyle,  which  the  fprings  o'crflow; 
And  Medeon  lofty,  -and  Ocalealow; 
Or  in  the  meads  of  Haliartus  ftray, 
V  )r  Thefpis  facred  to  tlie  God  of  Day, 
Oncheftus,  Neptune's  celebrated  groves ;  600 

Copa;,  and  Thifbe,  fam'd  for  filver  doves, 
x'or  flocks  Erythi-s,  GlilTa  for  the  vine; 
Platea  green,  and  Nyfa  the  divine. 
And  they  whom  Thebe's  v.xll-built  walls  enclofe. 
Where  Myde,  Eutrefus,  Corone  rofe;  60  j 

And  Arne  rich,  with  purple  harvefts  cr-own'd  ; 
And  Anthedon,  Bcsotla's  utmoft  bound. 
Full  fifty  fhips  they  fend,  and  each  conveys 
Twice  fixty  warriours  through  the  foaming  feas. 

To  ihefc  fucceed  Afpledon's  martial  train,  610 

Who  plow  the  fpacious  Orchomenian  plain. 
Two  valiant  brothers  rule  th'  undaunted  throng, 
liilmen  and  Afcalaphus  the  ftrong : 
Sons  of  Altyoche,  the  heavenly  fiiir, 
Whofe  Virgin  charms  fubdued  the  God  of  War       61 5: 
(In  Aclor's  court  as  fhe  retir'd  to  reft. 
The  itrengthof  Mars  the  blufliing  maid  compreft). 
Their  troops  in  thirty  fable  veffels  fvveep. 
With  equal  oars,  the  hoarfe-rcfounding  deep. 

The  Phocians  next  in  forty  barks  repair,  620 

Epiftrophus  and  Schcdius  head  the  war, 
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From  thofe  rich  regions  where  CephiflTus  leads 

His  filver  current  through  the  flowery  meads ; 

From  Panopca,  Chryfa  the  divine. 

Where  Anemoria's  ftately  turrets  fhine,  6^3" 

Where  Pytho,  Daulis,  Cyparifl'us  ftood. 

And  fair  Lil-^a  views  the  rifing  flood. 

Thefe  rang'd  in  order  on  the  floating  tide, 

Clofe  on  the  left,  the  bold  Boeotians  fide. 

Fierce  Ajax  led  the  Locrian  fquadrons  on,  6j& 

Ajax  the  lefs,  Oileus'  valiant  fon  ; 
Skilld  to  direft  the  flying  dart  aright; 
Suift  in  pufuit,  and  aftive  in  the  fight ; 
tiim,  as  their  chief,  the  chofen  troops  attend. 
Which  Eeffa,  Thronus,  and  rich  Cynos  fend  :  63  5 

Opus,  Calliarus,  and  Scarphe's  bands 
And  thofe  who  dwell  where  pleafing  Augia  ftar 
And  where  Boiigrius  floats  the  lowly  lands. 
Or  in  fair  Taphe's  fylvan  feats  refide : 
In  forty  veflTels  cut  the  liquid  tide.  640 

Euboea  next  her  martial  fons  prepares. 
And  fends  the  brave  Abantes  to  the  wars : 
Breathing  revenge,  in  arms  they  take  their  way 
From  Chalcis'  walls,  and  flrong  Eretria; 
Th'  Ifleian  fields  for  generous  vines  renown'd,        64^ 
The  fair  Cariftos,  and  the  Styrian  ground; 
Where  Dios  from  her  towers  overlooks  the  plain, 
And  high  Cerinthus  views  the  neighbouring  main. 
Down  tlieir  broad  fhoulders  falls  a  length  of  hair; 
Their  hands  difmifs  not  the  long  lance  in  air ;  6j'o 

But  with  portended  fpears  in  fighting  fields. 
Pierce  the  tough  corfelcts  and  the  brazen  fhields. 

Twice 
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T\'.  ice  twenty  fnips  tranfport  the  warlike  bands, 
^Miich  bold  Elphenor,  fierce  in  arms,  commands. 

Full  fifty  more  from  Athens  ftem  the  main,  655 

Led  by  Mneftheus  through  the  liquid  plain, 
(Athens  the  fair,  vhere  great  Ereftheus  fway'd. 
That  ow'd  his  nurture  to  the  blue-eyed  Maid, 
But  from  the  teeming  furrow  took  his  birth. 
The  mighty  offspring  of  the  foodful  earth.  660 

Him  Pallas  plac'd  amidft  her  wealthy  fane, 
Ador'd  with  facrificeand  oxen  flain  ; 
Where,  as  the  years  revolve,  her  altars  blaze. 
And  all  the  tribes  refound  the  Goddefs'  praife) 
No  chief  like  thee,  Mneftheus !  Greece  could  yield,  66^ 
To  marfhal  armies  in  the  dufty  field, 
Th'  extended  wings  of  battle  to  difplay. 
Or  clofe  th'  embody'd  hoft  in  firm  array. 
Xeftor  alone,  improv'd  by  length  of  days. 
For  martial  condud  bore  an  equal  praife.  670 

With  thefe  appear  the  Salaminian  bands. 
Whom  the  gigantic  Telamon  commands ; 
In  twelve  black  fhips  to  Troy  they  fteer  their  courlc. 
And  with  the  great  Athenians  join  their  force. 

Next  move  to  war  the  generous  Argive  train. 
From  high  Troezene,  and  Mafeta's  plain. 
And  fair  ^Egina  circled  by  the  main  : 
Whom  ftrong  Tyrinthe's  lofty  walls  furround. 
And  Epidaur  with  viny  harvetts  crown'd  ; 
And  where  fair  Afinen  and  Hermion  Ihow  6S0 

'I'heir  cliffs  above,  and  ample  bay  below. 
Thefe  by  the  brave  Euryalus  were  led, 
Great  !^thcn.eUis,  and  greater  Diomed, 

But 
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But  chief  Tydides  bore  the  fovereign  fvvay ; 

In  four-fcore  barks  they  plow  the  watery  way.        685 

The  proud  Mycene  arms  her  martial  powers, 
Cleone,  Corinth,  with  imperial  towers. 
Fair  Arcethyrea,  Ornia's  fruitful  plain. 
And  /Egeon,  and  Adraflus'  ancient  reign  ; 
And  thofe  who  dwell  along  the  fandy  fhore,  690 

And  where  Pellene  yields  her  fleecy  ftore, 
Wliere  Helice  and  Hyperefia  lie. 
And  Gonoefla's  fpires  falutethe  iky. 
Great  Agamemnon  rules  the  numerous  band, 
A  hundred  veffels  in  long  order  Hand,  695 

A.nd  crowded  nations  wait  his  dread  command. 
High  on  the  deck  the  king  of  men  appears. 
And  his  refulgent  arms  in  triumph  wears; 
Proud  of  his  hoft,  unrivaU'd  in  his  reign. 
In  filent  pomp  he  moves  along  the  main.  'yoo 

His  brother  follows,  and  to  vengeance  warms 
The  hardy  Spartans  exercis'd  in  arms ; 
Phares  and  Bryfia's  valiant  troops,  and  thofe 
Whom  Laceda^mon's  lofty  hills  inclofe : 
Or  fvlefle's  towers  for  filver  doves  renown'd,  'jOy 

Amyclae,  Laas,  Augia's  happy  ground, 
And  thofe  whom  Oetylos'  low  walls  contain. 
And  Helos,  on  die  margin  of  the  main  : 
Thefe,  o'er  the  bending  ocean,  Helen's  caufe. 
In  fixty  fhips  with  Menelaus  draws  :  710 

Eager  and  loud  from  man  to  man  he  flies. 
Revenge  and  fury  flaming  in  his  eyes ; 
While,  vainly  fond,  in  fancy  oft  he  hears 
The  fair-one's  grief,  and  fees  her  falling  tears. 

In 
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In  ninety  fail,  from  Pylo's  fandy  coafl,  ^ij; 

Xcftor  the  fage  conducts  his  chofen  hoft : 
Krom  Amphigenia's  ever  fruitful  land; 
AVhere^py  high,  and  little  Pteleon  ftand; 
Where  beauteous  Arene  her  ftrudlures  fhows. 
And  Thr)'^on's  walls  Alpheus'  ftreams  inclofe:         720 
And  Dorion,  fam'd  for  Thamyris'  difgrace, 
Superior  once  of  all  the  tuneful  race, 
Till,  vain  of  mortals  empty  praife,  he  ftrove 
To  match  the  feed  of  cloud-compelling  Jove! 
Too  daring  bard!  whofe  unfuccefsful pride  72 j; 

Th'  immortal  Mufes  in  their  art  defy'd. 
Th'  avenging  Mufes  of  the  light  of  day 
Depriv'd  his  eyes,  and  fnatch'd  his  voice  away; 
No  more  his  heavenly  voice  was  heard  to  fmg. 
His  hand  no  more  awak'd  the  filver  firing,  730 

Where  under  high  Cyllene,  crown'd  with  wood. 
The  fhaded  tomb  of  old  ^Egyptus  flood  ; 
From  Ripe,  Stratie,  Tegea's  bordering  towns. 
The  Phenean  fields,  and  Orchomenian  downs. 
Where  the  fat  herds  in  plenteous  paflure  rove;         735 
And  Stymphelus  with  her  furrounding  grove, 
Parrhafia,  on  her  fnowy  cliffs  reclin'd. 
And  high  Enifpe  fliook  by  wintery  wind. 
And  fair  Mantinea's  ever-pleafing  fite; 
In  fixty  fail  th'  Arcadian  bands  unite.  740 

Bold  Agapenor,  glorious  at  their  head, 
( Ancasus'  fon)  the  mighty  fquadron  led. 
Their  fhips,  fupply'dby  Agamemnon's  care. 
Through  roaring feas  the  wondering  v.arriours bear; 

The 


9J  POPE'S     HOMER. 

The  fird  to  battle  on  th'  appointed  plain,  -y^j^ 

But  new  to  all  the  dangers  of  the  main. 

Thofe,  where  fair  Elis  and  Buprafium  join; 
Whom  Hyrmin,  here,  and  Myrfinus  confine. 
And  bounded  there  where  o'er  the  valleys  rofe 
The  Olenian  rock ;  and  where  Alifium  flows;  ^jo 

Beneath  four  chiefs  (a  numerous  army]  came: 
The  ftrength  and  glory  of  th'  Epean  name. 
In  feparate  fquadrons  thefe  their  train  divide. 
Each  leads  ten  veffels  through  the  yielding  tide. 
One  was  Amphimacus,  and  Thalphius  one  7  c  5* 

(Eurytus' this,  and  that  Teatus'  fon); 
Diores  fprungfrom  Amarynceus'  line; 
And  great  Polyxenus,  of  force  divine. 

But  thofe  who  view  fair  Elis  o'er  the  feas 
From  the  bleft  iflands  of  th' Echinades,  '   '^60 

In  forty  veflels  under  Meges  move. 
Begot  by  Phyleus  the  belov'd  of  Jove. 
To  ftrong  Dulichium  from  his  fire  he  fled. 
And  thence  to  Troy  his  hardy  warriors  led. 

Ulyffes  follow'd  through  the  watery  road,  76^ 

A  chief,  in  wifdom  equal  to  a  God. 
With  thofe  who  Cephalenia's  ifle  inclos'd, 
Or  till  their  fields  along  the  coaft  oppos'd ; 
Or  where  fair  Ithaca  o'erlooks  the  floods. 
Where  high  Neritos  fhakes  his  waving  woods,         770 
Where  yEgilipa's  rugged  fides  are  feen, 
Crocylia  rocky,  and  Zacynthus  green. 
Thefe  in  tw  elve  galleys  with  vermillion  prores, 
Etneath  his  conduft  fought  the  Phrygian  Ihores. 

Tho.'is 
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Thoas  came  next,  Andrsmon's  valiant  fon,         --■yr 
From  Pleuron's  walls,  and  chalky  Calydon, 
And  rough  Pylene,  and  th'.Olenian  fteep. 
And  Chalcis  beaten  by  the  rolling  deep. 
He  led  the  warriours  from  th'  JEtolhn  fhore. 
For  now  the  fons  of  Oeneus  were  no  more  !  780 

The  glories  of  the  mighty  race  were  fled! 
Oeneus  himfelf,  and  Meleager  dead! 
To  Thoas  care  now  truft  the  martial  train. 
His  forty  veffels  follow  through  the  main. 

Next  eighty  barks  the  Cretan  king  commands,     78^ 
Of  Gnoflus,  Lyftus,  and  Gortyna's  bands. 
And  thofe  who  dwell  where  Rhytion's  domes  arife. 
Or  white  Lycaftus  glitters  to  the  ikies, 
Or  where  by  Phoefms  filver  Jardan  runs ; 
Crete's  hundred  cities  pour  forth  all  her  fons.  790 

Thefe  march'd,  Idomeneus,  beneath  thy  care. 
And  Merion,  dreadful  as  the  God  of  war. 

Tlepolemus,  the  fon  of  Hercules, 
Led  nine  fwift  veiTels  through  the  foamy  feas ; 
From  Rhodes  with  everlailing  funfhine  bright,        795 
JalyfTus,  Lindus,  and  Camirus  white. 
His  captive  mother  fierce  Alcides  bore, 
From  Ephvr's  walls,  and  Selle's  winding  (hore. 
Where  mighty  towns  in  ruins  fpread  the  plain. 
And  faw  their  blooming  warriours  early  flain.         800 
The  hero,  when  to  manly  years  he  grew, 
Alcides' uncle,  old  Licyranius,  flew; 
For  this,  conftrain'd  to  quit  his  native  place. 
And  flaun  the  vengeance  of  the  Herculean  race, 
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A  fleet  he  built,  and  with  a  numerous  train  80^ 

Of  willing  exiles,  wander'd  o'er  the  main  ;  A 

Where,  many  feas  and  many  fufferings  paft,  II 

On  happy  Rhodes  the  chief  arriv'd  at  laft : 

There  in  three  tribes  divides  his  native  band. 

And  rules  them  peaceful  in  a  foreign  land;  810 

Encreas'd  and  profper'd  in  their  new  abodes. 

By  mighty  Jove,  the  firs  of  men  and  Gods; 

With  joy  they  faw  the  growing  empire  rife. 

And  fhowers  of  wealth  defcending  from  the  fkies. 

Three  fhips  with  Nireus  fought  the  Trojan  fhore, 
Nireus,  whom  Aglae  to  Charopus  bore, 
Nireus,  in  faultlefs  fhape  and  blooming  grace. 
The  lovelieft  youth  of  all  the  Grecian  race  ; 
Pelides  only  match'd  his  early  charms ; 
-But  fev/  his  troops,  and  frhall  his  ftrength  in  arms.    S20 

Next  thirty  galleys  cleave  the  liquid  plain. 
Of  thofe  Calydns's  fea-girt  ifles  contain; 
With  them  the  youth  of  Nyfyrus  repair, 
Cafus  theftrong,  and  Crapathus  the  fair; 
Cos,  where  Eurypylns  poifeil:  the  fway,  82^ 

Till  great  Alcides  rriade  the  realms  obey : 
Thefe  Antiphus  and  bold  Phidippus  bring. 
Sprung  from  the  God  by  Thefialus  the  king. 

Now,  Mufe,  recount  Pelafgic  Argos'  powers. 
From  Alos,  Alope,  and  Trechin's  towers;  830 

From  Phthia's  fpacious  vales ;  and  HeUa,  bleft 
With  female  beauty  far  beyond  the  reft. 
Full  fifty  (hips  beneath  Achilles'  care, 
Th'  Achaians,  Myrmidons,  Hell^nians  bear ; 
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TIiefTalians  all,  though  various  in  their  name;         835 

The  fame  their  nation,  and  their  chief  the  fame. 

But  now,  inglorious,  ftretch'd  along  the  Oiore, 

They  hear  the  brazen  voice  of  war  no  more ; 

No  more  the  foe  they  face  in  dire  array; 

Clofe  in  his  fleet  the  angry  leader  lay;  840 

Since  fair  Brifeis  from  his  arms  was  torn. 

The  nobleft  fpoil  from  fack'd  LyrnefTus  borne. 

Then,  when  the  chief  the  Theban  walls  o'erthrew. 

And  the  bold  fons  of  great  Evenus  flew. 

There  mourn 'd  Achilles,  plung'd  in  depth  of  care,     845 

But  foon  to  rife  in  Daughter,  blood,  and  war. 

To  thefe  the  youth  of  Phylace  fucceed, 
Itona,  famous  for  her  fleecy  breed. 
And  graffy  Pteleon  deck'd  with  cheerful  greens. 
The  bowers  of  Ceres,  and  the  f;/l\  an  fcenes,  8  j o 

Sweet  Pyrrhafus,  with  blooming  flowrets  crown'd. 
And  Antron's  watery  dens,  and  cavern'd  ground. 
Thefe  own'd  as  chief  Protefilas  the  brave. 
Who  now  lay  iilent  in  the  gloomy  grave: 
The  firft  who  boldly  touch'd  the  Trojan  fnore,         8  c  r 
And  dy'd  a  Phrygian  lance  with  Grecian  gore; 
There  lies,  far  diftant  from  his  native  plain  ;  -% 

Unfinifh'd,  his  proud  palaces  remain,  C 

And  his  fad  confort  beats  her  breall  in  vain,  j 

His  troops  in  forty  fiiips  Podarces  led,  860 

Iphiclus'  fon,  and  brother  to  the  dead ; 
Nor  he  unworthy  to  command  the  hoft ; 
Yet  ftill  they  mourn'd  their  ancient  leader  loft. 

The  men  who  Glaphyra's  fair  foil  partake. 
Where  hills  encircle  Boebe's  lowly  lake.  86y 

Where 
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Where  Phx^re  hears  the  neighbouring  waters  fall, 

Or  proud  lolcus  lifts  her  airy  wall. 

In  ten  black  fliips  embark'd  for  Ilion's  fhore. 

With  bold  Eumylus,  whom  Akeite  bore : 

All  Pelias'  race  Alcefte  far  outibin'd,  gyo 

The  grace  and  glory  of  the  beauteous  kind. 

The  troops  Methone  or  Thaumachia  yields, 
Olizon's  rocks,  or  Meliboea's  fields. 
With  Philoftetes  fail'd,  whofe  matchlefs  art. 
From  the  tough  bow  direfts  the  feather 'd  dart.  8-^ 

Seven  were  his  (hips ;  each  vcITel  fifty  row, 
Skill'd  in  his  fcience  of  the  dart  and  bow. 
But  he  lay  raging  on  the  Lemnian  ground, 
A  poifonous  Hydra  gave  the  burning  wound  ; 
There  groan'd  the  chief  in  agonizing  pain,  8So 

Whom  Greece  at  length  fhall  wifn,  nor  willi  in  vain. 
His  forces  Medon  led  from  Lemnos'  fhore, 
Oileus'  fon,  whom  beauteous  Rhena  bore. 

Th'  Oechalian  race,  in  thofehigh  towers  contain'd. 
Where  once  Eurytus  in  proud  triumph  reign'd,        8S5 
Or  where  her  humbler  turrets  Tricca  rears, 
Or  where  Ithorae,  rough  with  rocks,  appears; 
In  thirty  fail  the  fparkling  waves  divide. 
Which  Podalirius  and  Machaon  guide. 
To  thefe  his  Ikill  their  *  Parent-God  imparts,         890 
Divine  profefTors  of  the  healing  arts. 

The  bold  Ormenian  and  Aflerlan  bands 
In  forty  barks  Eurypylus  commands. 
Where  Titan  hides  his  hoary  head  in  fnow. 
And  where  Hypcria's  filver  fountains  flow.  $q^ 
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■j"hy  troops,  Argiffa,  Polypoetes  leads, 
.'  ud  Eleon,  fnelter'd  by  Olympus'  fhades, 
Cyrtone's  warriours ;  and  where  Orthe  lies. 
And  Oleoflbn's  chalky  cliffs  arife. 
Sprung  from  Pirithous  of  immortal  race,  900 

The  fruit  of  fair  HIppodamc's  embrace, 
{That  day  when,  hurl'd  from  Pelion's  cloudy  head. 
To  diftant  dens  the  fhaggy  Centaurs  fled) 
With  PolypcEtes  join'd  in  equal  fway 
Leontes  leads,  and  forty  fhips  obey.  905 

In  twenty  fail  the  bold  Perrha:;bians  came 
From  Cyphus,  G  uncus  was  their  leader's  name. 
V/ith  thefe  the  Enians  join'd,  and  thofe  who  freeze 
Where  cold  Dodona  lifts  her  holy  trees ; 
Or  where  the  pleafmg  Titarelius  glides,  9 1  o 

And  into  Feneus  rolls  his  eafy  tides ; 
Yet  o'er  the  filver  furface  pure  they  flow. 
The  facred  ftream  unmix'd  with  ftrcams  below. 
Sacred  and  awful !     From  the  dark  abodes 
Styx  pours  them  forth,  the  dreadful  oath  of  Gods  ! 

Laft  under  Prothous  the  Magnefians  ftood, 
Prothous  the  fwift,  of  old  Teathredron's  blood  ; 
Who  dwell  where  Pelion,  crown'd  with  piny  boughs, 
Obfcures  the  glade,  and  nods  his  fhaggy  brows ; 
Or  where  through  flowery  Tempe  Pencus  flray'd,    920 
(The  region  Ibetch'd  beneath  his  mighty  fnadc) 
In  forty  fable  barks  they  flemm'd  the  main ; 
Such  were  the  chiefs,  and  fuch  the  Grecian  train. 

Say  next,  O  Mufc  !  of  all  Achaia  bre::ds. 
Who  braveft  fought,  or  rein'd  the  noldcft  ftceds  ?    9:  ; 
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Eameleus'  mares  were  foremoft  in  the  cliace. 
As  eagles  fleet,  and  of  Pheretian  race : 
Bred  where  Pieria's  fruitful  fountains  flow. 
And  train'd  by  him  who  bears  the  filver  bow. 
Fierce  in  the  fight  their  noftrils  breath'd  a  flame,    930 
Their  height,  their  colour,  and  their  age  the  fame ; 
O'er  fields  of  death  they  whirl  the  rapid  car. 
And  break  the  ranks,  and  thunder  through  the  v.ar. 
Ajax  in  arms  the  firli  renown  acquir'd. 
While  fl:ern  Achilles  in  his  wrath  retir'd  955 

(His  was  the  ftrength  that  mortal  might  exceeds. 
And  his,  th'  unrivall'd  race  of  heavenly  fteeds). 
But  Thetis'  fon  now  fhines  in  arms  no  more; 
His  troops,  neglefted  on  the  fandy  (hore. 
In  empty  air  their  fportive  javelins  throw,  c  i- 

Or  v/hirl  the  diflc,  or  bend  an  idle  bow  : 
Unflaiii'd  with  blood  Kis  cover'd  chariots  fland ; 
Th'  imortal  courfers  graze  along  the  ftrand ; 
But  the  brave  chiefs  th'  inglorious  life  deplor'd, 
\nd  wandering  o'er  the  camp,  required  their  lord.  94- 

Now,  like  a  deluge,  covering  all  around. 
The  fhining  armies  fwept  along  the  ground : 
Swift  as  a  flood  of  fire,  when  ftorms  arife. 
Floats  the  wide  field,  and  blazes  to  the  Ikies. 
Earth  groan'd  beneath  them ;  as  when  angry  Jove      q : " 
Hurls  down  the  forky  lightning  from  above. 
On  Arime  when  he  the  thunder  throws. 
And  fires  Typhsus  with  redoubled  blows. 
Where  Typhon,  prefl  beneath  the  burning  load. 
Still  feels  the  fury  of  th'  avenging  God,  q^^: 
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But  various  Iris,  Jove's  commands  to  bear, 
Speeds  on  the  wings  of  winds  through  liquid  air; 
In  Priam's  porch  the  Trojan  chiefs  fhe  found. 
The  old  confuking,  and  the  youths  around. 
Polites' Ihape,  the  monarch's  fon,  fhechofe,  960 

Who  from  ^fetes'  tomb  obferv'd  the  foes. 
High  on  the  mound;  from  whence  in  profpeft  lay 
The  fields,  the  tents,  the  navy,  and  the  bay. 
In  this  diffembled  form,  (he  haftes  to  bring 
Th'  unwelcome  meflage  to  the  Phrygian  king:         g6^ 

Ceafe  to  confult,  the  time  for  aftion  calls. 
War,  horrid  war,  approaches  to  your  walls ! 
Afferabled  armies  oft  have  I  beheld ; 
But  ne'er  till  now  fuch  numbers  charg'd  the  field. 
Thick  as  autumnal  leaves  or  driving fand,  970 

The  moving  fquadrons  blacken  all  the  ftrand. 
Thou,  godlike  Hei5lor !  all  thy  force  employ, 
Afiemble  all  th'  united  bands  of  Troy; 
In  juft  array  let  every  leader  call 
The  foreign  troops ;  this  day  demands  them  ail.      973 

The  voice  divine  the  mighty  chief  alarms ; 
The  council  breaks,  the  warrioursrufh  to  arms. 
The  gates  unfolding  pour  forth  all  their  train. 
Nations  on  nations  fill  the  dufey  plain. 
Men,  fteeds,  and  chariots,  fliakethetremblingground; 
The  tumult  thickens,  aYid  the  (kies  refound. 
Amidft  the  plain  in  fight  of  Ilion  ftands 
A  rifing  mount,  the  work  of  human  hands ; 
(This  for  Myrinne's  tomb  th'  Immortals  know, 
Though  call'd  Bateia  in  the  world  below)  985^ 
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Beneath  their  chiefs  in  mart'al  order  here, 
Th'  auxiJiar  troops  and  Trojan  hofts  appear. 

The  godlike  Heftor,  high  above  the  reft, 
Shiikes  his  huge  fpear,  and  nods  his  plumy  creft: 
In  throngs  around  his^  native  bands  repair,  (j()o 

And  groves  of  lances  glitter  in  the  air. 

Divine  .^neas  brings  the  Dardan  race, 
Anchifes'  fon  by  Venui'  ftorn  embrace. 
Born  in  the  fhades  of  Ida's  fecret  grove, 
(A  mortal  mixing  with  the  Queen  of  Love)  qg.; 

Archilochus  and  Acamas  divide 
The  vvarriour's  toils,  and  combat  by  his  fide. 

Who  fair  Zeleia's  wealthy  valleys  till. 
Fail  by  the  foot  of  Ida's  facred  hill ; 
Or  drink,  jiEfepus,  of  thy  fable  flood  :  soca 

Were  led  by  Pandarus,  of  royal  bloods 
To  whom  his  art  Apollo  deign'd  to  fnovv-, 
Grac'd  with  the  prefents  of  his  fhafts  and  bow. 

From  rich  Apafus'  and  Adreftia's  towers, 
Kigh  Teree's  fummits,  and  Pityea's  bov/ers ;         Joor 
From  thefe  the  congregated  troops  obey 
Young  Amphius'  and  Adraflus'  equal  fway: 
Old  Merops'  fons  ;  whom,  fkill'd  in  fates  to  come. 
The  lire  forewarn'd,  and  prophefy'd  their  doom : 
Fate  urg'd  tliem  on !  the  fire  forewarn'd  in  vain,  i  o  i  o 
They  ruHi'd  to  war,  and  perifn'd  on  the  plain. 

From  Praftius'  frream,  Percote's  pafture  lands. 
And  Seftos  and  AJ&ydos'  neighbouring  ftrands. 
From  great  Arifba's  walls  andSelle's  coalt, 
Auus  Hyrtacides  condufts  his  heft  :  toi.? 

Kv/h 
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High  on  his  car  he  fhakes  the  flowing  reins, 
His  fiery  courfers  thunder  o'er  the  pkiins. 

The  fierce  Pelafgi  next,  in  war  renown'd, 
March  from  Laf iffa's  ever-fertile  ground : 
In  equal  arms  their  brother  leaders  (hine  iczo 

Hippothous  bold,  and  Pylsus  the  divine. 

Next  Acamus  and  Pyrous  lead  their  hofts. 
In  dread  array,  from  Thracia's  wintery  coafts ; 
Round  the  bleak  realms  where  Heliefpontus  roars. 
And  Boreas  beats  the  hoarfe-refoundiug  (hores.       102,* 

With  great  Euphemus  the  Ciconians  move, 
Sprung  from  Trazenian  Ceus,  lov'd  by  jove. 

Pyraechmus  the  Poconian  troops  attend, 
Skill'd  in  the  fight,  their  crooked  bows  to  bend : 
From  Axius'  ample  bed  he  leads  them  on,  1030 

Axius,  that  laves  the  diftant  Am.ydon; 
Axius,  that  fwells  with  all  his  neighbouring  rills. 
And  wide  around  the  floating  region  fills. 

The  Paphlagonians  Pylosmenes  rules, 
\Miere  rich  Henetia  breeds  her  favage  mules,         X05 ; 
V/here  Erythinus'  rifing  clifts  are  feen. 
Thy  groves  of  box,  Cytorus!  eAxr  green  ; 
And  where  ^Egyalus  and  Crcnma  lie. 
And  lofty  Sefamus  invades  the  Iky ; 
And  where  Parthenius,  roll'd  through  banks  of  flowers. 
Reflects  her  bordering  palaces  and  bowers. 

Here  march'd  in  arms  the  Halizonian  band, 
AVhom  Odius  and  Epiftrophus  command. 
From  thofe  far  regions  v^•here  the  fun  refines 
I'he  ripening  filver  in  Alybean  mines.  1045; 

H  3  There 
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There  mighty  Chromis  led  the  Myfian  train. 
And  augur  Ennomus,  infpir'd  m  vain. 
For  ftern  Achilles  lopt  his  facred  head, 
RoH'd  down  Scamander  with  the  vulgar  dead. 

Phorcis  and  brave  Afcaniushere  unite  1C50 

The  Afcanian  Phrygians,  eager  for  the  fight. 

Of  thofe  who  round  Mseonia's  realms  refide. 
Or  whom  the  vales  in  fhades  of  Traolus  hide, 
Meftles  and  Antiphus  the  charge  partake  ; 
Born  on  the  banks  of  Gyges'  filent  lake.  1055 

There,  from  the  fields  where  wild  Msander  flows. 
High  Mycale,  and  Latmos'  fhady  brows. 
And  proud  Miletes,  came  the  Carian  throngs. 
With  mingled  clamours,  and  with  barbarous  tongues. 
Amphimachusand  Nauftes  guide  the  train,  1060 

Nauftes  the  bold,  Amphimachus  the  vain. 
Who,  trick'd  with  gold,  and  glittering  on  his  car. 
Rode  like  a  woman  to  the  field  of  war. 
Fool  that  he  was !  by  fierce  Achilles  flain. 
The  river  fwept  him  to  the  briny  main  :  1065 

There  whelm'd  v.ith  waves  the  gaudy  warriour  lies ;, 
The  valiant  viftor  feiz'd  the  golden  prize. 

The  forces  laft  in  fair  array  fucceed. 
Which  blamelefs  Glaucus  and  Sarpedon  lead ; 
The  warlike  bands  that  diftant  Lycia  yields,  1070 

Where  gulphy  Xanthus  foams  along  the  fields. 
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ARGUMENT, 

The  Duel  of  Menelaus  and  Paris. 

The  Armies  being  ready  to  engage,  a  fingle  combat  is 
agreed  upon  between  Menelaus  and  Paris  (by  the 
intervention  of  HeiTtor)  for  the  determination  of  the 
war.  Iris  is  fent  to  call  Helena  to  behold  the  fight. 
She  leads  her  to  the  walls  of  Tro)-,  where  Priam  fat 
with  his  counfeiiors,  obferving  the  Grecian  leaders 
on  the  plain  below,  to  whom  Helen  gives  an  account 
of  the  chief  of  them.  The  kings  on  cither  part  take 
the  folemn  oath  for  the  conditions  of  the  combat. 
The  duel  enfues ;  wherein  Paris  being  overcome,  he 
is  fnatched  away  in  a  cloud  by  Venus,  and  tranfport- 
ed  to  his  apartment.  She  then  calls  Helen  from  the 
walls,  and  brings  the  lovers  together.  Agamemnon, 
en  the  part  of  the  Grecians,  demands  the  reftoration 
of  Helen,  and  the  performance  of  the  articles. 

The  three  and  twentieth  day  ftill  continues  through- 
out this  book.  The  fcene  is  fometimes  in  the  Fields 
before  Tro}',  and  fometimes  in  Troy  itfelf. 
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THUS  by  their  leader's  care  each  martial  band 
Moves  into  ranks,  and  ftretches  o'er  the  land. 
With  fiiouts  the  Trojans  rufhing  from  afar, 
Proclaim'd  their  motions,  and  provok'd  the  war ; 
So  when  inclement  winter  vex  the  plain  r 

With  piercing  frofts,  or  thick- defcending  rain. 
To  warmer  feas,  the  Cranes  embody 'd  fly. 
With  noife,  and  order,  through  the  mid-way  flcy ; 
To  pigmy  nations  wounds  and  death  they  bring. 
And  all  the  war  defcends  upon  the  wing.  lO 

Eut  filent,  breathing  rage,  refolv'd  and  fkill'd 
By  mutual  aids  to  fix  a  doubtful  field. 
Swift  march  the  Greeks:  the  rapid  duft  around 
Darkening  arifes  from  the  laboured  ground. 
Thus  from  his  flaggy  wings  when  Notus  Iheds  i  5 

A  night  of  vapours  round  the  mountain-heads. 
Swift  gliding  mifts  the  dufky  fields  invade. 
To  thieves  more  grateful  than  the  midnight  fhade  ; 
While  fcarce  the  fwains  their  feeding  flocks  furvey. 
Loft  and  confus'd  amidft  the  thicken' d  day  :  20 

So,  wrapt  in  gathering  duft,  the  Grecian  train, 
A  moving  cloud,  fwept  on,  and  hid  the  plain. 

Now 
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Now  front  to  front  the  hoftile  armies  ftand. 
Eager  of  fight,  and  only  wait  command ; 
When,  to  the  van,  before  the  fons  of  fame  25 

Whom  Troy  fent  forth,  the  beauteous  Paris  came. 
In  form  a  God  !  the  panther's  fpeckled  hide 
Flow'd  o'er  his  armour  with  an  eafy  pride. 
His  bended  bov/  acrofs  his  fhoulders  flung. 
His  fword  beflde  him  negligently  hung,  30 

Two  pointed  fpears  he  fliook  with  gallant  grace. 
And  dar'd  the  bra  veil  of  the  Grecian  race. 

As  thus,  with  glorious  air  and  proud  difdain. 
He  boldly  ftalk-'d,  the  foremoft  on  the  plain. 
Him  Menelaus,  lov'dofMars,  efpies,  35- 

With  heart  elated,  and  with  joyful  eyes: 
So  joys  a  lion,  if  the  branching  deer. 
Or  mountain  goat,  his  bulky  prize,  appear; 
Eager  he  feizes  and  devours  the  Gain, 
Preft  by  bold  youths  and  baying  dogs  in  vain.  40 

Thus  fond  of  vengeance,  with  a  furious  bound. 
In  clanging  arms  he  leaps  upon  the  ground 
From  his  high  chaiiot :  him,  approaching  near. 
The  beauteous  champion  views  with  marks  of  fear ; 
Smit  with  a  confcious  fenfe,  retires  behind,  i.^ 

And  Ihujis  the  fate  he  well  deferv'd  to  find. 
As  when  forae  Ihepherd,  from  the  ruftling  trees 
Shot  forth  to  view,  a  fcaly  ferpent  fees; 
Trembling  and  pale,  he  ftarts  with  wild  affright^. 
And  all  confus'd  precipitates  his  flight :  50 

So  from  the  king  the  fliining  warriour  flies. 
And  plung'd  amid  the  thickell  Trojans  lies. 

As 
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As  God-like  Heftor  fees  the  prince  retreat. 
He  thus  upbraids  him  with  a  generous  heat : 
Unhappy  Paris !  but  to  women  brave !  55 

So  fairly  form'd,  and  only  to  deceive ! 
Oh,  hadft  thou  died  when  firft  thou  fawTt  the  light. 
Or  died  at  leaft  before  thy  nuptial  rite! 
A  better  fate  than  vainly  thus  to  boail. 
And  fly,  the  fcandal  of  the  Trojan  hoft,  60 

Gods!  how  the  fcornful  Greeks  exult  to  fee 
Their  fears  of  danger  undeceiv'd  in  thee ! 
Thy  figure  prorais'd  v.'ith  a  martial  air. 
But  ill  thy  foul  fupplies  a  form  fo  fair. 
In  former  days,  in  all  thy  gallant  pride  65 

When  thy  tall  fhips  triumphant  ilemm'd  the  tide. 
When  Greece  beheld  thy  painted  canvafs  flow. 
And  crowds  ftood  wondering  at  the  paffing  (liow ; 
Say,  was  it  thus,  with  fuch  a  baffled  mien. 
You  met  th'  approaches  of  the  Spartan  queen,  70 

Thus  from  her  realm  convey'd  the  beauteous  prize. 
And  *  both  her  warlike  lords  outfain'd  in  Helen's  eyes  ? 
This  deed,  thy  foes  delight,  thy  own  difgrace. 
Thy  father's  grief,  and  ruin  of  thy  race ; 
This  deed  recalls  thee  to  the  proirer'd  fight;  7^ 

Or  haft  thou  injur'd  whom  thou  dar'ft  not  right? 
Soon  to  thy  coft  the  field  would  make  thee  know 
Thou  keep'ft  the  confort  of  a  braver  foe. 
Thy  graceful  form  inftilling  foft  defire. 
Thy  curling  treffes,  and  thy  filver  lyre.  So 

Beauty  and  youth ;  in  vain  to  thefe  you  truft. 
When  youth  and  beauty  fhall  be  laid  in  duft : 

Troy 
*  Thefeus  and  Menelaus, 
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Troy  yet  may  wake,  and  one  avenging  blow 
Cruih  the  dire  author  of  his  country's  woe. 

His  filence  here,  with  blufhes,  Paris  breaks;         8j 
*TisjuIl:,  my  brother,  what  your  anger  fpcaks : 
But  who  like  thee  can  boaft  a  foul  fedate. 
So  firmly  proof  to  all  the  fhocks  of  fate  ? 
Thy  force  like  fteel  a  temper'd  hardnefs  fliows. 
Still  edg'd  to  wound,  and  ftill  untir'd  with  blows.     90 
Like  (leel,  uplifted  by  fome  ftrenuous  fwain. 
With  falling  woods  to  ftrow  the  wafted  plain: 
Thv  gifts  I  pralfe;  nor  thou  defpife  the  charms 
"With  which  a  lover  golden  Venus  arms ; 
Soft  moving  fpeech,  and  pleafing  outward  fhow,      oj 
No  wifh  can  gain  them,  but  the  Gods  beftow. 
Yet,  would'ft  thou  have  the  profFer'd  combat  ftand. 
The  Greeks  and  Trojans  feat  on  either  hand; 
Then  let  a  mid-way  fpace  our  hofts  divide. 
And  on  that  ftage  of  war  the  caufe  be  try'd :  1 00 

By  Paris  there  the  Spartan  king  be  fought. 
For  beauteous  Helen  and  the  v/ealth  fhe  brought ; 
And  who  his  rival  can  in  arms  fubdue. 
His  be  the  fair,  and  his  the  treafure  too. 
Thus  with  a  lafting  league  your  toils  may  ceafe,       10  j 
And  Troy  poffefs  her  fertile  fields  in  peace ; 
Thus  may  the  Greeks  review  their  native  fhore. 
Much  fam'd  for  generous  fteeds,  for  beauty  more. 

He  faid.     The  challenge  Heftor  heard  with  joy. 
Then  withhisfpear  reftrain'd  the  youth  of  Troy,     i  ro 
Held  by  the  midft,  athwart;  and  near  the  foe 
Advanc'd  with  fteps  majeftically  flow  ; 

While 
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While  round  his  dauntlefs  head  the  Grecians  pou: 
Their  ftones  and  arrov/s  in  a  mingled  fhower. 

Tlien  thus  the  monarch  great  Atrides  cr}''d; 
Forbear,  ye  v/arriours !  lay  the  darts  afide : 
A  parley  Heftor  aflcs,  a  mefiage  bears. 
We  know  hira  by  the  various  plume  he  wears. 
Aw'd  by  his  high  command  the  Greeks  attend. 
The  tumult  filence,  and  the  fight  fufpend. 

While  from  the  centre  Heftor  rolls  his  eyes 
On  either  hoft,  and  thus  to  both  applies : 
Hear,  all  ye  Trojans,  all  ye  Grecian  bands! 
What  Paris,  author  of  the  war,  demands. 
Your  fhining  fwords  within  the  flieath  reflrain. 
And  pitch  your  lances  in  the  yielding  plain. 
Here  in  the  raidft,  in  either  army's  fight, 
I  ie  dares  the  Spartan  king  to  fmgle  fight ; 
And.  wills,  that  Helen  and  the  ravifh'd  fpoil 
That  caus'd  the  conteft,  fiiall  reward  the  toil. 
Let  thefe  the  brave  triumphant  viftor  grace. 
And  differing  nations  part  in  leagues  of  peace. 

He  fpoke  :  in  fclll  fufpenfe  on  either  fide 
Each  army  ftocd :  the  Spartan  chief  reply  "d  : 

Me  too,  ye  warriours,  hear,  whofe  fatal  right      j  3  ^ 
A  world  engages  in  the  toils  of  fight. 
To  me  the  labour  of  the  field  refign ; 
Mc  Paris  injur'd  ;  all  the  war  be  mine. 
Fall  that  he  muft,  beneath  his  rival's  arms ; 
And  live  the  reft,  fecure  of  future  harms.  140 

Two  lambs,  devoted  by  your  country's  rite. 
To  Earth  a  fable,  to  the  Sun  a  white. 

Prepare 
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Prepare,  ye  Trojans !  while  a  third  we  bring 

Seleft  to  Jove,  th'  inviolable  king. 

Let  reverend  Priam  in  the  truce  engage,  14  j; 

And  add  the  fanflion  of  confiderate  age ; 

His  fons  are  faithlefs,  headlong  in  debate. 

And  youth  itfelf  an  empty  wavering  date : 

Cool  age  advances  venerably  wife, 

Turns  on  all  hands  its  deep-difcerning  eyes ;  1 50 

Sees  what  befel,  and  what  may  yet  befall. 

Concludes  from  both,  and  beft  provides  for  all. 

The  nations  hear,  with  rifing  hopes  poifefl-. 
And  peaceful  profpecls  dawn  in  every  breaft. 
Within  the  lines  they  drew  their  fteeds  around,        15  j 
And  from  their  chariots  iiTued  on  the  ground: 
Next  all,  unbuckling  the  rich  mail  they  wore, 
Lay'd  their  bright  arms  along  the  fable  Ihore. 
On  either  fide  the  meeting  hofts  are  feen. 
With  lances  fix'd,  and  clofe  the  fpace  between.         1 60 
Two  heraldsjiow,  difpatch'd  to  Troy,  invite 
The  Phrvgian  monarch  to  the  peaceful  rite ; 
Talthybius  haftens  to  the  fleet,  to  bring 
The  lamb  for  Jove,  th'  inviolable  king. 

Meantime,  to  beauteous  Helen,  from  tlie  fliies     1 65 
The  ^  arious  Goddefs  cf  the  rain-bow  flies 
(Like  fair  Laodice  in  form  and  face 
The  lovelieft  nymph  of  Priam's  ro}-al  race). 
Her  in  the  palace,  at  her  loom  flie  found ; 
The  golden  web  her  own  fad  ftory  crown'd.  j yo 

The  Trcjan  wars  flie  weav'd  (herfelf  the  prize) 
And  the  dire  triumph  of  her  fatal  eyes. 

To 
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To  whom  the  Goddefs  of  the  painted  bow  ; 

Approach  and  view  the  wondrous  fcenes  below ! 

Each  hardy  Greekj  and  vah'ant  Trojan  knight,         inr 

So  dreadful  late,  and  furious  for  the  fight. 

Now  reft  their  fpears,  or  lean  upon  their  fhields; 

Ceas'd  is  the  war,  and  filent  all  the  fields. 

Paris  alone  and  Sparta's  king  advance. 

In  fingle  fight  to  tofs  tiie  beamy  lance ;  1 80 

Each  met  in  arms,  the  fate  of  combat  tries. 

Thy  love  the  motixe,  and  thy  charms  the  prize. 

This  faid,  the  many-colour'd  maid  infpires 
Her  huft)and's  love,  and  wakes  her  former  fires ; 
Her  country,  parents,  all  that  once  were  dear,        1 8c 
R.ufl-1  to  her  thoughts,  and  force  a  tender  tear. 
O'er  her  fair  face  a  fnowy  veil  fhe  threw. 
And,  foftly  fighing,  from  the  loom  withdrew: 
Her  handmaids  Clymene  and  ^Ethra  wait 
Eler  filent  footfteps  to  the  Scaean  gate.  igo 

There  fat  the  feniors  of  the  Trojan  race. 
(Old  Priam's  chiefs,  and  moft  in  Priam's  grace) 
The  king  the  firft;  Thymcetes  at  his  fide ; 
Lampusand  Clytius,  long  in  council  try'd  ; 
Panthus,  and  Hicetaon,  once  the  ftrong ;  195- 

And  next,  the  wifeft  of  the  reverend  throng, 
Antenor  grave,  and  fage  Uca!egon, 
Lean'd  on  the  walls,  and  bafk'd  before  the  Am. 
Chiefs,  who  no  more  in  bloody  fights  engage, 
Eut  wife  through  time,  and  narrative  with  age,         2C0 
In  fummer-days  like  grafhoppers  rejoice, 
A  bloodlefs  race,  that  fend  a  feeble  voice. 

Thefe, 
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Thefe,  when  the  Spartan  queen  approach'd  the  tower. 

In  fecret  own'd  refiftlefs  beauty's  power: 

They  cried.  No  wonder  fuch  celeftial  charms  20c 

For  nine  long  years  have  fet  the  world  in  arms; 

What  winning  graces !  what  majeftic  mien ! 

She  moves  a  Goddefs,  and  fne  looks  a  Queen! 

Yet  hence,  oh  Heaven!  convey  that  fatal  face. 

And  from  deftruftion  fave  the  Trojan  race.  210 

The  good  old  Priam  welcom'd  her,  and  cried. 
Approach,  my  child,  and  grace  thy  father's  fide. 
See  on  tlie  plain  thy  Grecian  fpoufe  appears. 
The  friends  and  kindred  of  thy  former  years. 
No  crime  of  thine  oar  prefent  fufferings  draws,         2 1  ^ 
Not  thou,  but  Hea\'en''s  difpoiing  will,  the  caafe ; 
The  Gods  thefe  armies  and  this  force  employ. 
The  hoftiie  Gods  confpire  the  fate  of  Troy. 
But  lift  thy  eyes,  and  fay,  what  Greek  is  he 
(Far  as  from  hence  thefe  aged  orbs  can  fee)  220 

Around  v,  hofe  brow  fuch  martial  graces  fhine. 
So  tall,  fo  awful,  and  al molt  divine! 
Though  fome  of  larger  ftature  tread  the  green. 
None  match  his  grandeur  and  exalted  mien: 
Ke  feems  a  monarch,  and  his  country's  pride,         225 
Thus  ceas'd  the  king;  and  thus  the  fair  replied : 

Before  thy  prcfence,  father,  I  appear 
With  confcious  fhame  and  re\erential  fear. 
Ah!  had  I  died,  ere  to  thefe  walls  I  fled, 
Falfe  to  my  country  and  my  nuptial  bed  ;  230 

My  brothers,  friends,  and  daughter  left  behind, 
I'aire  to  them  all,  to  Paris  only  kand  ? 

For 
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'"or  this  I  mourn,  till  grief  or  dire  difeafe 
.■l.all  wafte  the  form,  whofe  crime  it  was  to  pleafe. 
The  king  of  kings,  Atrides,  you  fun^ey,  23  j 

Great  in  the  war,  and  great  in  arts  of  fway : 
My  brother  once,  before  my  days  of  Ihame; 
And  oh !  that  ftill  he  bore  a  brother's  name ! 

With  wonder  Priam  view'd  the  god-like  man, 
Extoll'd  the  happy  prince,  and  thus  began :  240 

O  bleil  Atrides !  born  to  profperous  fate, 
Succefsful  monarch  of  a  mighty  llate! 
How  vaft  thy  empire  !     Of  yon  matchlefs  train 
What  numbers  loft,  what  numbers  yet  remain  ? 
In  Phrygia  once  were  gallant  armies  known,  245- 

In  ancient  time,  when  Otreus  fill'd  the  throne, 
WTien  god-like  Mygdon  led  their  troops  of  horfe. 
And  I,  to  join  them,  rais'd  the  Trojan  force  : 
Againft  the  manlike  Amazons  we  flood. 
And  Sangar's  ftream  ran  purple  with  their  blood.     250 
But  far  inferior  thofe,  in  martial  grace 
And  ftrength  of  numbers,  to  this  Grecian  race. 

This  faid,  once  more  he  view'd  the  warriour-train : 
What's  he  whofe  arms  lie  fcatter'd  on  the  plain  ; 
Broad  is  his  breaft,  his  fhoulders  larger  fpread,        25  5 
Though  great  Atrides  overtops  his  head. 
Nor  yet  appear  his  care  and  conduft  fmall; 
From  rank  to  rank  he  moves,  and  orders  all. 
The  ftately  ram  thus  meafures  o'er  the  ground. 
And,  mafter  of  the  flock,  furveys  them  round.        260 

Then  Helen  thus :     Whom  your  difcerning  eyes 
Have  fingled  out,  is  Iihacus  the  wife : 

Vol.  XL VIII.  I  A  bar- 
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A  barren  ifland  boafts  his  glorious  birth  : 
His  fame  for  wifdom  fills  the  fpacious  earth. 

Antenor  took  the  word,  and  thus  began  :  265 

Myfelf,  O  king !  have  feen  that  wond'rous  man  : 
When,  trufting  Jove  and  hofpitable  laws. 
To  Troy  he  came,  to  plead  the  Grecian  caufe; 
(Great  Menelaiis  urg'd  the  fame  requeft) 
My  houfe  t\'as  honour'd  with  each  royal  gueft  :       270 
I  knew  their  perfons,  and  admir'd  their  parts, 
Eoth  brave  in  arms,  and  both  approv'd  in  arts. 
Erefi:,  the  Spartan  moft  engag'd  our  view ; 
Ulyffes  feated  greater  reverence  drew. 
When  Atreus'  fon  harangu'd  the  liflening  train,      275 
Juft  was  his  fenfe,  and  his  expreffion  plain. 
His  words  fuccinft,  yet  full,  without  a  fault ; 
He  fpoke  no  more  than  juft  the  thing  he  ought. 
But  when  UlyfTes  rofe,  in  thought  profound, 
Hismodeft  eyes  he  fixt  upon  the  ground,  280 

As  one  unflcill'd  or  dumb,  he  feem'd  to  ftand. 
Nor  rais'd  his  head,  nor  ftretch'd  his  fcepter'd  handj 
But,  when  he  fpeaks,  what  elocution  flows! 
Soft  as  the  fleeces  of  defcending  fnows. 
The  copious  accents  fall  with  eafy  art ;  28^ 

Melting  they  fall,  and  fink  into  the  heart ! 
Wondering  we  hear,  and  fix'd  in  deep  furprize ; 
Our  ears  refute  the  cenfure  of  our  eyes. 

The  king  then  aflc'd  (as  yet  the  camp  he  view'd} 
What  chief  is  that,  with  giant  ftrength  endued  ;     290 
Whofe  brawny  flrioulders,  and  whofe  fwelling  cheft, 
AndJofty  ftature,  icir  exceed  the  reft  ? 


ILIAD,     Book  III.  115  ■ 

Ajaxthe  great  (the  beauteous  queen  replied) 
Himfdf  a  hoft:  the  Grecian  ftrength  and  pride. 
See  !  bold  Idomeneus  fuperior  towers 
Amidft  yon  circle  of  his  Cretan  po.vers,  295 

Great  as  a  God !     I  faw  him  once  before. 
With  Meneiaus,  on  the  Spartan  fhore. 
The  reft  I  knov/,  and  could  in  order  name ; 
All  valiant  chiefs,  and  men  of  mighty  fame.  300 

Yet  two  are  wanting  of  the  numerous  train. 
Whom  long  my  eyes  have  fought,  but  fought  in  vain ; 
Caftor  and  Pollux,  firft  in  martial  force. 
One  bold  on  foot,  and  one  renown'd  for  horfe. 
My  brothers  thefe ;  the  fame  our  native  fhore,         tjoj 
One  houfe  contain'd  us,  as  one  mother  bore. 
Perhaps  the  chiefs,  from  warlike  toils  at  eafe. 
For  diftant  Troy  refus'd  to  fail  the  feas : 
Perhaps  their  fwords  fome  nobler  quarrel  draws, 
Afham'd  to  combat  in  their  fifter's  caufe.  310 

So  fpoke  the  fair,  nor  knew  her  brothers'  doom. 
Wrapt  in  the  cold  embraces  of  the  tomb ; 
Adorn'd  with  honours  in  their  native  fhore. 
Silent  they  llept,  and  heard  of  wars  no  more. 

Meantime  the  heralds,  through  the  crowded  town. 
Bring  the  rich  wine  and  deftin'd  viftims  down, 
Idsus'  arms  the  golden  goblets  preft. 
Who  thus  the  venerable  king  addreft : 
Arife,  O  father  of  the  Trojan  ftate  !  -^ 

The  nations  call,  thy  joyful  people  wait,  3^0  C 

To  feal  the  truce,  and  end  the  dire  debate.  J 

Paris  thy  fon,  and  Sparta's  king  advance. 
In  meafur'd  lifts  to  tofs  the  weighty  lance ; 

1 2  And 
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And  who  his  rival  fhall  in  arms  fubdue 

His  be  the  dame,  and  his  the  treafure  too.  325 

Thus  with  a  lafting  league  our  toils  may  ceafe. 

And  Troy  poflefs  her  fertile  fields  in  peace ; 

So  fhall  the  Greeks  review  their  native  (hore. 

Much  fam'd  for  generous  fteeds,  for  beauty  more. 

With  grief  he  heard,  and  bade  the  chiefs  prepare 
To  join  his  milk-white  courfers  to  the  car : 
He  mounts  the  feat,  Antenor  at  his  fide; 
The  gentle  fteeds  through  Scaea's  gates  they  guide : 
Next  from  the  car  defcending  on  the  plain, 
A.mid  the  Grecian  hoft  and  Trojan  train  355 

Slow  they  proceed :  the  fage  UlyiTes  then 
Arofe,  and  with  him  rofe  the  king  of  men. 
On  either  fide  a  facred  herald  fl:ands. 
The  wine  they  mix,  and  on  each  monarch's  hands 
Pour  the  full  urn  ;  then  draws  the  Grecian  lord 
Hiscutlace  Iheath'd  bcfide  his  ponderous  fword; 
From  the  fign'd  vidims  crops  the  curling  hair. 
The  heralds  part  it,  and  the  princes  fhare; 
Then  loudly  thus  before  th'  attentive  bands 
He  calls  the  Gods,  and  fpreads  his  lifted  hands  :      34^ 

O  firft  and  greateft  power !  whom  all  obey. 
Who  high  on  Ida's  holy  mountain  Avay, 
Eternal  Jove !  and  you  bright  orb  that  roll 
From  call  to  weft,  and  view  from  pole  to  pole  ! 
Thou  mother  Earth  !  and  all  ye  living  Floods!        ^cq 
Infernal  Furies  and  Tartarian  Gods, 
Who  rule  the,  dead,  and  horrid  woes  prepare 
For  perjur'd  kings,  and  all  who  falfely  fwear  ? 

Hear. 
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Hear,  and  be  witnefs.     If,  by  Paris  flain, 
Great  Menelaus  prefs  the  fatal  plain  ; 
The  dame  and  treafures  let  the  Trojan  keep. 
And  Greece  returning  plow  the  watery  deep. 
If  by  my  brother's  lance  the  Trojan  bleed ; 
Be  his  the  wealth  and  beauteous  dame  decreed  : 
Th'  appointed  fine  let  Ilion  juftly  pay,  360 

And  every  age  record  the  fignal  day. 
Thus  if  the  Phrygians  fhall  refufe  to  yield. 
Arms  muft  revenge,  and  Mars  decide  the  field. 

With  that  the  chief  the  tender  viftiras  flew. 
And  in  the  duft  their  bleeding  bodies  threw.  ^6:^ 

The  vital  fpirit  ilTued  at  the  wound. 
And  left  the  members  quivering  on  the  ground. 
From  the  fame  urn  they  drink  the  mingled  wine, 
And  add  libations  to  the  pov.^ers  divine. 
While  thus  their  prayers  united  mount  the  fky;        3^0 
Hear,  mighty  Jove  !  and  hear,  ye  God'^  on  high ! 
And  may  their  blood,  who  firft  the  league  confound. 
Shed  like  this  wine,  diftain  the  thirfty  ground; 
May  all  their  conforts  ferve  promifcuous  luft. 
And  all  their  race  be  fcatter'd  as  the  duft !  3- ;;' 

Thus  either  hoft  their  imprecations  join'd. 
Which  Jove  refus'd,  and  mingled  with  the  wind. 

The  rites  now  finifli'd,  reverend  Priam  rofe, 
And  thus  exprefs'd  a  heart  o'ercharg'd  with  woes : 
Ye  Greeks  and  Trojans,  let  the  chiefs  engage,         380 
But  fpare  the  weaknefs  of  my  feeble  age ; 
In  yonder  walls  that  objeft  let  me  fliun, 
Kor  view  the  danger  of  fo  dear  a  fon, 

1 3  Whofe 
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Whofe  arms  fhall  conquer,  and  what  prince  fliall  fall. 
Heaven  only  knows,  for  HeaA^en  difpofes  all. 

This  faid,  the  hoary  king  no  longer  ftay'd. 
But  on  his  car  the  flaughter'd  viftims  laid; 
Then  feiz'd  the  reins  his  gentle  fteeds  to  guide. 
And  drove  to  Troy,  Antenor  at  his  fide.. 

Bold  Heflor  and  Ulyffes  now  difpofe  390 

The  lifts  of  combat,  and  the  ground  inclofe  : 
Kext  to  decide  by  facred  lets  prepare. 
Who  nrft  fliall  launch  his  pointed  fpear  in  air.. 
The  people  pray  with  elevated  hands. 
And  words  like  thefe  are  heard  through  all  the  bands. 
Immortal  Jove,  high  heaven's  fuperiour  lord. 
On  lofty  Ida's  holy  mount  ador'd ! 
Whoe'er  involv'd  us  in  this  dire  debate,. 
Oh  give  that  author  of  the  war  to  fate 
And  {hades  eternal !  let  divifion  ceafe,  400 

And  joyful  nations  join  in  leagues  of  peace. 

With  eyes  averted,  Heftor  haftes  to  turn 
The  lots  of  fight,  and  fnakes  the  brazen  urn. 
Then,  Paris,  thine  leap'd  forth;  by  fatal  chance 
Ordain'd  the  firft  to  whirl  the  weighty  lance.  405 

Both  armies  fat  the  combat  to  furvey, 
Belide  each  chief  his  azure  armour  lay,. 
And  round  the  lifts  the  generous  courfers  nefgh. 
The  beauteous  warriour  no.v  arrays  for  tight. 
In  gilded  arms  magnificently  bright :  410 

The  purple  cuiflies  clafp  his  thighs  around. 
With  flowers  adprn'd,  with  filver  buckles  bound  ; 
Lycaon's  corfelet,  his  fair  body  dreft,. 
Brac'd  in,  and  fitted  to  his  fofter  breaft ; 

Ara- 
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A  radiant  baldric,  o'er  his  fhoulder  ty'd,  415' 

Suftain'd  the  fword  that  glitter'd  at  his  fide: 

His  youthful  face  a  polifn'd  helm  o'erfpread ; 

The  waving  horfe-hair  nodded  on  his  head; 

Hisfigur'd  fhield,  a  fliining  orb,  betakes. 

And  in  his  hand  a  pointed  javelin  ihakes,  420 

With  equal  fpeed,  and  fir'd  by  equal  charms. 

The  Spartan  hero  fheaths  his  limbs  in  arms. 

Now  round  the  lifts  the  admiring  armies  ftand. 
With  javelins  fix'd,  the  Greek  and  Trojan  band. 
Amidft  the  dreadful  vale,  the  chiefs  advance  42  j 

All  pale  with  rage,  and  (hake  the  threatening  lance. 
The  Trojan  firft  his  fhining  javelin  threw; 
Full  on  Atrides'  ringing  fhield  it  flew; 
Nor  pierc'd  the  brazen  orb,  but  with  a  bound 
Leap'd  from  the  buckler,  blunted  on  the  ground.    430 
Atrides  tlien  his  mafly  lance  prepares. 
In  aft  to  throw,  but  firft  prefers  his  prayers : 

Give  me,  great  Jove !  to  punilh  lawlefs  luft. 
And  lay  the  Trojan  gafping  in  the  duft: 
Deftroy  th'  aggreflbr,  aid  my  righteous  caufe,  435: 

Avenge  the  breach  of  hofpitable  laws. 
Let  this  example  future  times  reclaim. 
And  guard  from  wrong  fair  friendfhip's  holy  name. 
He  faid,  and  pois'd  in  air  the  javelin  fent. 
Through  Paris'  fhield  the  forceful  weapon  went,     440 
His  corfelet  pierces,  and  his  garment  rends. 
And,  glancing  downward,  near  his  fiank  defcends. 
The  wary  Trojan,  bending  from  the  blow, 
EluJes  the  death,  and  difappoints  his  foe ; 
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But  fierce  Atrideswav'd  his  fword,  and  ftrook         44^; 

Full  on  his  cafque  ;  the  crefted  helmet  fliook ; 

The  brittle  fteel,  unfaithful  to  his  hand. 

Broke  fhort:  the  fragments  glitter'd  on  the  fand. 

The  raging  warriour  to  the  fpacious  Ikies 

Rais'd  his  upbraiding  voice,  and  angry  eyes :  45^0 

Then  is  it  vain  in  Jove  himfelf  to  trull  ? 

And  is  it  thus  the  Gods  aflift  the  juft  ? 

When  crimes  provoke  us.  Heaven  fuccefs  denies; 

The  dart  falls  harmlefs,  and  the  faulchion  flies. 

Furious  he  faid,  and  tow'rd  the  Grecian  crew         45^ 

(Seiz'd  by  the  creft)  th'  unhappy  warriour  drew; 

Struggling  he  follow'd,  while  th'  embroider'd  thong. 

That  ty'd  his  helmet,  dragg'd  the  chief  along. 

Then  had  his  ruin  crown'd  Atrides'  joy. 

But  Venus  trembled  for  the  prince  of  Troy :  460 

Unfeen  fne  came,  and  burft  the  golden  band  ; 

And  left  an  empty  helmet  in  his  hand. 

The  cafque,  enrag'd,  araidll:  the  Greeks  he  threw; 

The  Greeks  with  fmiles  the  polifh'd  trophy  view. 

Then,  as  once  more  he  lifts  the  deadly  dart,  46  j 

In  thirfl:  of  vengeance,  at  his  rival's  heart. 

The  Queen  of  Love  her  favour'd  champion  (hrouds 

/For  Gods  can  all  things)  in  a  veil  of  clouds. 

Rais'd  from  the  field  the  panting  youth  (he  led. 

And  gently  laid  him  on  the  bridal  bed,  470 

With  pleafing  fv/ests  his  fainting  fenfe  renews. 

And  all  the  dome  perfumes  with  heavenly  dews. 

Meantime  the  brightell  of  the  female  kind. 
The  matchlefs  Helen,  o'er  the  walls  reclin'd ; 

To 
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To  her,  befet  with  Trojan  beauties,  came  47  j 

In  borrow'd  form  *  the  laughter-loving  dame, 
(She  feem'd  an  ancient  maid,  vvell-lkill'd  to  cull 
The  fnowy  fleece,  and  wind  the  twifled  wool.) 
The  Goddefs  foftly  fliook  her  filken  veft. 
That  (hed  perfumes,  and  whifpering  thus  addreft  :     4S0 

Hafte,  happy  nymph!  for  thee  thy  Paris  calls. 
Safe  from  the  fight,  in  yonder  lofty  walls. 
Fair  as  a  God  !  v/ith  odours  round  him  fpread 
He  lies,  and  waits  thee  on  the  well-known  bed ; 
Not  like  a  warriour  parted  from  the  foe. 
But  fome  gay  dancer  in  the  public  fhow. 

She  fpoke,  and  Helen's  fecret  foul  was  mov'd; 
She  fcorn'd  the  champion,  but  the  man  flie  lov'd. 
Fair  Venus'  neck,  her  eyes  that  fparkled  fire. 
And  breaft,  reveal'd  the  Queen  of  foft  defire.  490 

Struck  with  her  prefence,  ftraight  the  lively  red 
Forfook  her  cheek ;  and,  trembling,  thusfhefaid: 
Then  is  it  ftill  thy  pleafure  to  deceive  ? 
And  woman's  frailty  always  to  believe  ? 
Say,  to  new  nations  muft  I  crofs  the  main,  4.9^; 

Or  carry  wars  to  fome  foft  Afian  plain  ? 
For  whom  muil  Helen  break  her  fecond  vow  ? 
What  other  Paris  is  thy  darling  now  ? 
Left  to  Atrides  (vidor  in  the  ftrife) 
An  odious  conqueft,  and  a  captive  wife,  joo 

Hence  let  me  fail :  and  if  thy  Paris  bear 
My  abfence  ill,  let  Venus  eafe  his  care. 
A  hand-maid  Goddefs  at  his  fide  to  wait. 
Renounce  the  glories  of  thy  heavenly  Hate, 

Be 
*  Venus. 
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Be  fix'd  for  ever  to  the  Trojan  fhore,  ^05 

His  fpoufe,  or  flave ;  and  mount  the  fkies  no  more. 

For  me,  to  lawlefs  love  no  longer  led, 

I  fcorn  the  coward,  and  deteft  his  bed ; 

Elfe  (hould  I  merit  everlafting  fhame. 

And  keen  reproach,  from  every  Phrygian  dame  :       510 

111  fuits  it  now  the  joys  of  love  to  know. 

Too  deep  my  anguifh,  and  too  wild  ray  woe. 

Then,  thus  incens'd,  the  Paphian  queen  replies ; 
Obey  the  power  from  whom  thy  glories  rife  : 
Should  Venus  leave  thee,  every  charm  muft  fly,        5 1 5 
Fade  from  thy  cheek,  and  languifh  in  thy  eye. 
Ceafe  to  provoke  me,  left  I  make  thee  more 
The  world's  averfion,  than  their  love  before  ; 
Now  the  bright  prize  for  which  mankind  engage. 
Then  the  fad  vittim  of  the  public  rage.  520 

At  this,  the  fairell  of  her  fex  obey'd. 
And  veil'd  her  blufhes  in  a  lilken  fhade ; 
Unfeen,  and  filent,  from  the  train  Cne  moves. 
Led  by  the  Goddefs  of  the  Smiles  and  Loves. 

Arriv'd,  and  enter'd  at  the  palace-gate,  ^'25 

The  maids  officious  round  their  miftrefs  wait ; 
'^I'hen  all,  difperfing,  various  talks  attend  y 
The  queen  and  Goddefs  to  the  prince  afcend. 
Full  in  her  Paris'  fight,  the  Queen  of  Love 
.  Had  plac'd  thje  beauteous  progeny  of  Jove ;  530 

Where  as  he  view'd  her  charms,  fhe  turn'd  away 
Her  glowing  eyes,  and  thus  began  to  fay : 

Is  this  the  chief,  who,  loft  to  fenfe  of  ftiame. 
Late  fled  the  field,  and  yet  furvives  his  fame  ? 

OE 
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Oh  hadft  thou  dy'd  beneath  the  righteous  fword       53^ 
Of  that  brave  man  whom  once  I  call'd  my  lord  ! 
The  boafter  Paris  oft  defir'd  the  day 
With  Sparta's  king  to  meet  in  fmgle  fray  : 
Go  now,  once  more  thy  rival's  rage  excite. 
Provoke  Atrides,  and  renew  the  fight  :  ^40 

Yet  Helen  bids  thee  flay,  left  thou  unfkill'd. 
Should'ft  fall  an  eafy  conqueft  on  the  field. 

The  prince  replies :  Ah  ceafe,  divinely  fair. 
Nor  add  reproaches  to  the  wounds  I  bear ; 
This  day  the  fqe  prevaiFd  by  Pallas'  power;  54^ 

We  yet  may  vanquifh  in  a  happier  hour : 
There  want  not  Gods  to  favour  us  above; 
But  let  the  bufinefs  of  our  life  be  love  :. 
Thefe  fofter  moments  let  delight  employ. 
And  kind  em.braces  fnatch  the  hafcy  joy.  rro 

Not  thus  I  lov'd  thee,  when  from  Sparta's  (hore. 
My  forc'd,  my  willing,  heavenly  prize  I  bore. 
When  firft  entranc'd  in  Cranae's  ille  I  lay, 
Mix'd  with  thy  foul,  and  all  diflblv'd  away  ! 
Thus  having  fpoke,  th'  enamour'd  Phrygian  boy     ^^^ 
Rufh'd  to  the  bed,  impatient  for  the  joy. 
Him  Helen  follow'd  flow  with  bafliful  charms. 
And  clafp'd  the  blooming  hero  in  her  arms. 

While  thefe  to  love's  delicious  rapture  yield, 
Theftern  Atrides  rages  round  the  field  :  560 

So  fome  fell  lion,  whom  the  woods  obey. 
Roars  through  the  defart,  and  demands  his  prey. 
Paris  he  feeks,  impatient  to  dellroy, 
But  feeks  in  vain  along  the  troops  of  Troy ; 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  thofe  had  yielded  to  a  foe  fo  brave  565 

The  recreant  warriour,  hateful  as.  the  gro.ve. 

Then  fpeaking  thus,  the  king  of  kings  arofe  ! 

Ye  Trojans,  Dardans,  all  our  generous  foes ! 

Hear,  andatteft!  from  heaven  with  conqueft  crown'd. 

Our  brother's  arms  the  juft  fuccefs  have  found  :        570 

Ee  therefore  now  the  Spartan  wealth  reftor'd. 

Let  Argive  Helen  own  her  lawful  lord; 

Th'  appointed  fine  let  II  ion  juflly  pay. 

And  age  to  age  record  this  fignal  day. 

He  ceas'd;  his  army's  loud  applaufes  rife,  575 

Aud  the  long  fhout  runs  echoing  through  the  fkies. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Breach  of  the  Truce,    and  the  firft  Battle. 

THE  Godo  deliberate  in  council  concerning  the  Tro- 
jan war :  they  agree  upon  the  continuation  of  it,  and 
Jupiter  fends  down  Minerva  to  break  the  truce.  She 
perfwades  Pandarus  to  aim  an  arrow  at  Menelaus, 
who  is  wounded,  but  cured  by  Machaon.  In  the 
mean  time  fome  of  the  Trojan  troops  attack  the 
Greeks.  Agamemnon  is  diftinguifhed  in  all  the 
parts  of  a  good  general;  he  re\  lews  the  troops,  and 
exhorts  the  leaders,  fome  by  praifes,  and  others  by 
leproofs.  Neftor  is  particularly  celebrated  for  his 
military  difcipline.  The  battle  joins,  and  great 
numbers  are  flain  on  both  fides. 

The  fame  day  continues  through  this,  as  through 
the  laft  book  (as  it  does  alfo  through  the  two  follow- 
ing, and  almoft  to  the  end  of  the  feventh  book).— 
The  fcene  is  wholly  in  tlie  field  before  Troy, 
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AN  D  now  Olympus'  fhining  gates  unfold ; 
The  Gods,  with  Jove,  affume  their  thrones  of 
gold: 
Immortal  Hebe,  frefh  with  bloom  divine. 
The  golden  goblet  crowns  with  purple  wine  : 
While  the  full  bowls  flow  round,  the  powers  employ  ^ 
Their  careful  eyes  on  long-contended  Troy. 

When  Jove,  difpos'd  to  tempt  Saturnia's  fpleen. 
Thus  wak'd  the  fury  of  his  partial  queen : 
Two  powers  divine  the  fon  of  Atreus  aid. 
Imperial  Juno,  and  the  Martial  Maid;  lO 

But  higi-  in  heaven  they  fit,  and  gaze  from  far. 
The  tame  fpeclators  of  his  deeds  of  war. 
Not  thus  fair  Venus  helps  her  favour'd  knight. 
The  Queen  of  Pleafures  fhares  the  toils  of  fight. 
Each  danger  wards,  and,  conftant  in  her  care,  i^ 

Saves  in  the  moment  of  the  laft  defpair. 
Her  aft  has  refcued  Paris'-  forfeit  life. 
Though  great  Atrides  gain'd  the  glorious  ftrife. 
Then  fay,  ye  Powers  !  what  fignal  iffue  waits 
To  crown  this  deed,  and  finifla  all  the  Fates  ?  20, 

Shall  Heaven  by  peace  the  bleeding  kingdoms  fpare, 
Oi-  rouze  the  Furies,  and  awake  the  v.ar  ? 

Yet 


128  POPE'S     HOMER. 

Yet,  would  the  Gods  for  human  good  provide, 
Atrides  foon  might  gain  his  beauteous  bride. 
Still  Priam's  walls  in  peaceful  honours  grow,  2  r 

And  through  his  gates  the  crowding  nations  flow. 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  the  Queen  of  Heaven  enrag'd. 
And  Queen  of  War  in  clofe  confult  engag'd  : 
Apart  they  fit,  their  deep  defigns  employ. 
And  meditate  the  future  woes  of  Troy.  30 

Though  fecret  anger  fwell'd  Minerva's  breafl:. 
The  prudent  Goddefs  yet  her  wrath  fuppreft ; 
But  Juno,  impotent  of  paffion,  broke 
Her  fullen  filence,  and  with  fury  fpoke  : 

Shall  then,  O  tyrant  of  th'  aethereal  reign  !  5  j 

My  fchemes,  my  labours,  and  my  hopes,  be  vain  ? 
Have  I,  for  this,  fhook  Ilion  with  alarms, 
AlTembled  nations,  fet  two  worlds  in  arms  ? 
To  fpread  the  war,  1  flew  from  {hore  to  fhore ; 
Th'  immcxtal  couners  fcarce  the  labour  bore,  40 

At  length  ripe  vengeance  o'er  their  heads  impends. 
But  Jove  himfelf  the  faithlefs  race  defends: 
Loth  as  thou  art  to  punilh  lawlefs  luft. 
Not  all  the  Gods  are  partial  and  unjuft. 

The  Sire  whofe  thunder  fhakes  the  cloudy  fkies     4^ 
Siglis  from  his  inmofc  foul,  and  thus  replies : 
Oh  lafting  rancour!  oh  infariate  hate 
To  Phrj'gia's  monarch,  and  the  Phrygian  (tate ! 
What  high  offence  has  fir'd  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Can  wretched  mortals  harm  the  powers  above  ?  50 

That  Tioy  and  Troy's  whole  race  thou  would'ft  con- 
found. 
And  yon  fair  ftruflures  level  with  the  ground  ? 

Hafle, 
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HaRe,  leave  the  Ikies,  fulfil  thy  ftern  defire, 

Buni  all  her  gates,  and  wrap  her  walls  in  fire ! 

Let  Priam  bleed  !     If  yet  thou  thirft  for  more,  5^ 

Bleed  all  his  fons,  and  Ilion  float  with  gore. 

To  boundlefs  vengeance  the  wide  realm  be  given, 

Till  vaft  deftruftion  glut  the  Queen  of  Heaven ! 

So  let  it  be,  and  Jove  his  peace  enjoy, 

Vv'^hen  Hea\-en  no  longer  hears  the  name  of  Troy :      60 

But  fhould  this  arm  prepare  to  wreak  our  hate 

On  thy  lov'd  realms,  whofe  guilt  demands  their  fate, 

Prefume  not  thou  the  lifted  bolt  to  ftay ; 

Remember  Troy,  and  give  the  vengeance  way. 

For  know,  of  all  the  numerous  towns  that  rife  6^ 

Beneath  the  rolling  fun  and  ftarry  flcies, 

Wliich  Gods  have  rais'd,  or  earth-born  men  enjoy. 

None  ftands  fo  dear  to  Jove  as  facred  Troy. 

No  mortals  merit  more  diftinguiih'd  grace 

Than  God-like  Priam,  or  than  Priam's  race,  70 

Still  to  our  name  their  hecatombs  expire. 

And  altars  blaze  with  unextinguifli'd  fire. 

At  this  the  Goddefs  roli'd  her  radiant  eyes. 
Then  on  the  Tiiunderer  fix'd  them,  and  replies : 
Three  towns  are  Juno's  on  the  Grecian  plains,  7^ 

More  dear  than  all  th'  extended  earth  contains, 
MycSne,  Argos,  and  the  Spartan  wall ; 
Tliefe  thou  may 'ft  ra/e,  nor  I  forbid  their  fall : 
'Tis  not  in  me  the  vengeance  to  remove  ; 
The  crime's  fufiicient,  that  they  fhare  my  love.  80 

()t  power  fuperiour  why  fhould  I  complain? 
Pvcfent  I  may,  but  muft  refent  in  vain. 
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Yet  fome  diftinftion  Juno  might  require. 

Sprung  with  thyfelf  from  one  celeftial  fire, 

A  Goddefs  born  to  fhare  the  realms  above,  8^ 

And  ftyl'd  the  confort  of  the  thundering  Jove ; 

Nor  thou  a  wife  and  filler's  right  deny ; 

Let  bothconfent,  and  both  by  turns  comply; 

So  iiiall  the  Gods  our  joint  decrees  obey. 

And  Heaven  fhall  aft  as  we  direft  the  vt'ay.  oo 

See  ready  Pallas  waits  thy  high  commands. 

To  raife  in  arms  the  Greek  and  Phrygian  bands ; 

Their  fudden  friendfliip  by  her  arts  may  ceafe. 

And  the  proud  Trojans  firft  infringe  the  peace. 

The  Sire  of  men  and  Monarch  of  the  Iky,  or 

Th'  advice  approv'd,  and  bade  Minerva  fly, 
Diffclve  the  league^  and  all  her  arts  employ 
To  make  the  breach  the  faithlefs  aft  of  Troy. 

Fir'd  with  the  charge,  (he  headlong  urg'd  her  flight. 
And  (hot  like  lightning  from  Olympus'  height.        loo 
As  the  red  comet,  from  Saturnius  fent 
To  fright  the  nations  with  a  dire  portent 
(A  fatal  fign  to  armies  on  the  plain. 
Or  trembling  failors  on  the  wintery  main) 
With  fweeping  glories  glides  along  in  air,  105 

And  fliakes  the  fjiarkles  from  its  blazing  hair : 
Eetween  both  armies  thus,  in  open  fight. 
Shot  the  bright  Goddefs  in  a  trail  of  light. 
With  eyes  ereft  the  gazing  hofts  admire 
The  power  defcending,  and  the  heavens  on  fire!       no 
The  Gods  (they  cried)  the  Gods  this  fignal  fent. 
And  fate  now  labours  with  fome  vaft  event : 

Jove 
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Jove  feals  the  league,  or  bloodier  fcenes  prepares ; 
Jove,  the  great  arbiter  of  peace  and  wars ! 

They  faid,  while  Pallas  through  the  Trojan  throng 
(In  fhape  a  mortal)  pafs'd  difguis'd  along. 
Like  bold  Laodocus,  her  courfe  (he  bent. 
Who  from  Antenor  trac'd  his  high  defcent. 
Amidfl  the  ranks  Lycaon's  fon  fhe  found. 
The  warlike  Pandarus,  for  ftrength  renown'd  ;  1 20 

Whofe  fquadrons,  led  from  black  iEfopus'  flood, 
VVith  flaming  fhields  in  martial  circle  ftood. 

To  him  the  Goddefs :   Phrygian  !  can'ft  thou  hear 
A  v.ell-tim'd  counfel  with  a  willing  ear  ? 
What  praife  were  thine,  could'il  thou  dired  thy  dart,  • 
Amidfl  his  triumph,  to  the  Spartan's  heart ! 
What  gifts  from  Tro^^  from  Paris  would'fl:  thou  gain. 
Thy  country's  foe,  the  Grecian  glory  llain! 
Then  feize  th'  occafion,  dare  the  mighty  deed. 
Aim  at  his  breafl:,  and  may  that  aim  fucceed !  i  jo 

But  firH,  to  fpeed  the  fnaft,  addrefs  thy  vow 
To  I.ycian  Phoebus  with  the  filver  bow. 
And  fwear  the  flrfllings  of  thv  flock  to  pay 
On  Zella's  altars,  to  the  God  of  Dzv. 

He  heard,  and  madly,  at  t^e  motion  pleas'd,       135 
His  polifli'd  bow  with  hafty  raOinefs  feiz'd. 
'Twas  form'd  of  horn,  and  fmooth'd  with  artful  toil, 
A  mountain  goat  refign'd  the  fiiining  fpoil, 
V.'ho  pierc'd  long  fince  beneath  his  arrows  bled  :  ■» 

The  ftatcly  quarry  on  the  cliffs  lay  dead,  140  > 

And  fixteen  palms  his  brow's  large  honours  fpread  :       J 
The  workman  join'd,.  and  fliap'd  the  bended  horns. 
And  beaten  gold  each  taper  point  adorns. 

K  2  This, 
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This,  by  the  Greeks  unfeen,  the  warriour  bends, 
Screen'd  by  the  fhields  of  his  furrounding  friends.     1 4  j 
There  meditates  the  mark ;  and,  couching  low. 
Fits  the  fharp  arrow  to  the  well-flrung  bow. 
One  from  a  hundred  feather 'd  deaths  he  cliofe. 
Fated  to  wound,  and  caufe  of  future  woes. 
Then  offers  a^ows  with  hecatombs  to  crown  r  jo 

j^ polio's  altars  in  his  native  town. 

Now  with  full  force  the  yielding  horn  he  bends. 
Drawn  to  an  arch,  and  joins  the  doubling  ends ; 
Clofe  to  his  breaft  he  ftrains  the  nerve  below. 
Till  the  barb'd  point  approach  the  circling  bow ;    1 5  j 
Th'  impatient  weapon  whizzes  on  the  wing  : 
Sounds  the  tough  horn,  and  twangs  the  quivering  firing. 

But  thee,  Atrldes!  in  that  dangerous  hour 
The  Gods  forget  not,  nor  thy  guardian  power. 
Pallas  affiius,  and  (weaken'd  in  its  force)  160 

Diverts  the  weapon  from  its  deftin'd  courfe  : 
So  from  her  babe,  when  (lumber  feals  his  eye. 
The  watchful  mother  wafts  th'  envenom'd  fly. 
Tuft  where  his  belt  with  golden  buckles  join'd. 
Where  linen  folds  the  double  corflet  lin'd,  1 65 

She  tern'd  the  fhaft,  which  hiffing  from  above, 
Pafs'd  the  broad  belt,  and  through  the  corflet  drove: 
The  folds  it  pierc'd,  the  plainted  linen  tore. 
And  ras'd  the  fkin,  and  drew  the  purple  gora. 
As  when  forae  ftately  trappings  are  decreed  1  -o 

1  o  grace  a  monarch  on  his  bounding  fteed, 
A  nymph  in  Cariji  or  IMsonia  bred, 
Stains  the  pure  ivory  with  a  lively  red  : 

V/ith 
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With  equal  luftre  various  colours  vie. 
The  fhining  whitenefs,  and  the  Tyrian  dye :  175 

So,  great  Atrides!  fhow'd  thy  facred  blood. 
As  down  thy  fnowy  thigh  diftill'd  the  ftreaming  flood. 
With  horror  feiz'd,  the  king  of  men  defcried 
The  fhaft  infix'd,  and  faw  the  gufhing  tide  : 
Nor  lefs  the  Spartan  fear'd,  before  he  found  i  So 

The  fhining  barb  appear'd  above  the  wound. 
Then,  with  a  figh,  that  heav'd  his  manly  breail. 
The  royal  brother  thus  his  grief  exprefl. 
And  grafp'd  his  hands ;  while  all  the  Greeks  around 
With  anf'.vering  fighs  return'd  the  plaintive  found :  1 85 

Oh  dear  as  life !  did  I  for  this  agree 
The  folcmn  true,  a  fatal  truce  to  thee ! 
Wert  thou  expos'd  to  all  the  hoilile  train. 
To  fight  for  Greece,  and  conquer  to  be  (lain  ? 
The  race  of  Trojans  in  thy  ruin  join,  igo 

And  faith  is  fcorn'd  by  all  the  perjur'd  line. 
Not  thus  our  vows,  confirm 'd  with  wine  and  gore, 
Thofe  hands  we  plighted,  and  thofe  oaths  we  fwore. 
Shall  all  be  vain  :  when  Heaven's  revenue  is  flow, 
Jove  but  prepares  to  ftrike  the  fiercer  blow.  ig  j 

The  day  (hall  come,  that  great  avenging  day. 
Which  Troy's  proud  glories  in  the  dud  (hail  lay. 
When  Priam's  powers  and  Priam's  felf  (hall  fall. 
And  one  prodigious  ruin  fwailow  all. 
I  fee  the  God,  already,  from  the  pole  200 

Eare  his  red  arm,  and  bid  the  thunder  roll ; 
I  fee  th'  Eternal  all  his  fury  fhed. 
And  (hake  his  JE^is  o'er  their  guilty  head, 
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Such  mighty  v/ocs  on  perjur'd  princes  wait ; 

But  thou,  alas!  defcrv'ft  a  happier  fate,  205 

Still  mull  I  mourn  the  period  of  thy  days. 

And  only  mourn,  without  my  (hare  of  praife  ? 

Depriv'd  of  thee,  the  heartlefs  Greeks  no  more 

Shall  dream  of  conquells  on  the  hoftile  (hore ; 

Troy  feiz'd  of  Helen,  and  our  glory  loft,  210 

Thy  bones  {liall  moulder  on  a  foreign  coaft : 

While  fome  proud  Trojan  thus  infulting  cries, 

(And  fpurns  the  duft  where  Menelaus  lies) 

*'  Such  are  the  trophies  Greece  from  Ilion  brings, 

"  And  fuch  the  conquefts  of  her  King  of  Kings !     215 

"  Lo  his  proud  vefiels  fcatter'd  o'er  the  main, 

*'  And  unreveng'd  his  mighty  brother  flain." 

Ch !  ere  that  dire  difgrace  Pnall  blafl  my  fame, 

O'erwhelm  me,  earth  !  and  hide  a  monarch's  fhame. 

He  faid:  a  leader's  and  a  brother's  fears  220 

Poflefs  his  foul,  which  thus  the  Spartan  chears  : 
Let  not  thy  words  the  warmth  of  Greece  abate ; 
T!ie  feeble  dart  is  guiltlefs  of  my  fate  : 
nafrwith  the  rich  embroider'd  work  around, 
T.T/  varied  belt  repell'd  the  flying  wound.  225 

To  whom  the  King  :     My  brother  and  my  friend, 
T'uis,  always  thus,  may  Heaven  thy  life  defend ! 
Now  feek  fome  fltilfui  hand,  v/hofe  powerful  art 
j^.Iay  ftaunch  th'  efFufion,  and  extraft  the  dart. 
Herald,  befwift,  and  bid  Machaon  bring  250 

His  fpeedy  fuccour  to  the  Spartan  king : 
Pierc'd  with  a  winged  fhaft,  (the  deed  of  Troy) 
The  Grecian's  forrow,  and  the  Dardan"s  joy. 

With 
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With  hafty  zeal  the  fwift  Talthybius  flies; 
Thi-ough  the  thick  files  he  darts  his  fearching  eyes. 
And  finds  Machaon,  where  fublime  he  ftands 
In  arms  encircled  with  his  native  bands. 
Then  thus:  Machaon,  to  the  king  repair. 
His  wounded  brother  claims  thy  timely  care; 
Pierc'd  by  fome  Lycian  or  Dardanian  bow,  240 

A  grief  to  us,  a  triumph  to  the  foe. 

The  heavy  tidings  griev'd  the  god-like  man  : 
Swift  to  his  fuccour  through  the  ranks  he  ran ; 
The  dauntlefs  king  yet  Handing  firm  he  found. 
And  all  the  chiefs  in  deep  concern  around,  245; 

Where  to  the  fteely  point  the  reed  was  join'd. 
The  (haft  he  drew,  but  left  the  head  behind. 
Straight  the  broad  belt  with  gay  embroidery  grac'd. 
He  loos'd;  the  corflct  from  his  breaft  unbrac'd  ; 
Then  fuck'd  the  blood,  and  fovereign  balm  infus'd, 
Which  Chiron  gave,  and  iEfculapius  us'd. 

While  round  the  prince  the  Greeks  employ  their  care. 
The  Trojans  rufh  tumultuous  to  the  war; 
Once  more  they  glitter  in  refulgent  arms. 
Once  more  the  fields  are  fiU'd  with  dire  alarms.         255 
Nor  had  you  feen  the  king  of  men  appear 
Confus'd,  unafl:ive,  or  furpriz'd  with  fear; 
But  fond  of  glory  with  fevere  delight. 
His  beating  bofom  claimed  the  rifing  fight. 
No  longer  with  his  warlike  fteeds  he  ftay'd,  260 

Or  prefs'd  the  car  with  poiifla'd  brafs  inlaid  : 
But  left  Eurymedon  the  reins  to  guide; 
The  fiery  courfers  fnorted  at  his  fide, 

K  4  Op 


136  P  O  P  E'S     H  O  M  E  R. 

On  foot  tlirough  all  the  martial  ranks  he  moves. 

And  thefe  encourages,  and  thofe  reproves.  265 

Brave  men  !  he  cries  (to  fuch  who  boldly  dare 

ITrge  their  fwift  fteeds  to  face  the  coming  war) 

Your  ancient  valour  on  the  foes  approve ; 

Jove  is  with  Greece,  and  let  us  truft  in  Jove. 

'Tis  not  for  us,  but  guilty  Troy  to  dread,  270 

Whofe  crimes  fit  heavy  on  her  perjur'd  head ; 

Ker  fons  and  matrons  Greece  fliall  lead  in  chains. 

And  her  dead  warriours  ftrow  the  mournful  plains. 

Thus  with  new  ardour  he  the  brave  infpires ; 
Or  thus  the  fearful  with  reproaches  fires :  275 

Shame  to  your  country,  fcandal  of  your  kind! 
Bern  to  the  fate  ye  well  defcrvc  to  find  ! 
\Vhy  ftand  ye  gazing  round  the  dreadful  plain, 
Prepar'd  for  flight,  but  doom'd  to  fly  in  vain  ? 
Confus'd  and  panting  thus,  the  hunted  deer  2S0 

Falls  as  he  flies,  a  vidlim  to  his  fear. 
Still  muft  ye  wait  the  foes,  and  ftill  retire. 
Till  yon  tall  veflels  blaze  with  Trojan  fire  ? 
Or  trult  ye,  Jove  a  valiant  foe  (hall  chace. 
To  fave  a  trembling,  heartiefs,  daftard  race  ?  281; 

This  faid,  he  ftalk'd  with  ample  Itrides  along. 
To  Crete's  I.Tave  monarch  and  his  martial  throng; 
J-ligh  at  their  head  he  faw  the  chief  appear. 
And  bold  Meriones  excite  the  rear. 
At  this  the  king  his  generous  joy  expreft,  290 

And  clafp'd  the  warriour  to  his  armed  breaft  : 
Divine  Idomeneus !  what  thanks  w'e  owe 
To  worth  like  thine !  what  praife  fliall  we  beftow? 

To 
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To  thee  the  foremoft  honours  are  decreed, 

Firft  in  the  fight,  and  every  graceful  deed.  29  jf 

For  this,  in  banquets,  when  the  generous  bowls 

Reflore  our  blood,  and  raife  the  warriours  fouls. 

Though  all  the  reft  with  ftated  rules  we  bound, 

Unmix'd,  unmeafur'd,  are  thy  goblets  cvown'd. 

Be  ftill  thyfelf;  in  arms  a  mighty  name;  300 

Maintain  thy  honours,  and  enlarge  thy  fame. 

To  whom  the  Cretan  thus  his  fpeech  addreil: : 
Secure  of  me,  O  king!  exhort  the  reft  : 
Fix'd  to  thy  fide,  in  every  toil  I  ftiare. 
Thy  firm  aiTociate  in  the  day  of  war.  30  ^ 

But  let  the  fignal  be  this  moment  given; 
To  mix  in  fight  is  all  I  alk  of  Heaven. 
The  field  ftiall  prove  how  perjuries  fucceed. 
And  chains  or  death  avenge  their  impious  deed. 

Charm'd  with  this  heat,  the  king  his  courfe  purfues> 
And  next  the  troops  of  either  Ajax  views  : 
In  one  firm  orb  the  bands  were  rang'd  around, 
A  cloud  of  heroes  blacken'd  all  the  ground. 
Thus  from  the  lofty  promontory's  brow 
A  fvvain  furveys  the  gathering  ftorm  below ;  315 

Slow  from  the  main  the  heavy  vapours  rife. 
Spread  in  dim  ftreams,  and  fail  along  the  ficies. 
Till  black  at  night  the  fwelling  tempeft  (hows, 
Tlie  cloud  condenfing  as  the  Weft-wind  blows  : 
He  dreads  th'  impending  ftorm,  and  drives  his  flock 
To  the  clofe  covert  of  an  arching  rock. 

Such,  and  fo  thick,  th'  embattled  fquadrons  flood. 
With  fpears  ereft,  a  moving  iron  wood ; 

A  ft-ady 
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A  fhady  light  was  fhot  from  glimmering  fliietds. 
And  their  brown  arms  obfcur'd  the  dufliy  fields.       32? 

O  heroes !  worthy  fuch  a  dauntlefs  train, 
Whofe  God-like  virtue  we  but  urge  in  vain, 
(Exclaim'd  the  king)  who  raife  your  eager  bands 
With  great  examples,  more  than  loud  commands : 
Ah,  would  the  Gods  but  breathe  in  all  the  reft       330 
Such  fouls  as  burn  in  your  exalted  br^aft  : 
Soonfliould  our  arms  withjuft  fuccefs  be  crown'd. 
And  Troy's  proud  walls  lie  fmoaking  on  the  ground. 

Then  to  the  next  the  general  bends  Jiis  courfe 
(His  heart  exults,  and  glories  in  his  force) ;  ^^r 

There  reverend  Neftor  ranks  his  Pylian  bands. 
And  with  infpiring  eloquence  commands; 
"With  ftrifteft  order  fet  his  train  in  arms. 
The  chiefs  advifes,  and  the  foldiers  warms, 
Alailor,  Chromius,  K^mon  round  him  wait,  340 

Eias  the  good,  and  Pelagon  the  great. 
The  horfe  and  chariots  to  the  front  ailign'd. 
The  foot  (the  ftrength  of  war)  he  rang'd  behind; 
The  middle  fpace  fufpefted  troops  fupply, 
Inclos'd  by  both,  nor  left  the  power  to.  fly  ;  ^j^c 

He  gives  command  to  curb  the  fiery  ileed. 
Nor  caufe  confufion,  nor  the  ranks  exceed; 
Ecfcre  the  reft  let  none  too  rafhly  ride ; 
No  ftrength  nor  fkill,  but  juft  in  time,  be  try'd  : 
The  charge  once  made,  no  warriour  turn  the  rein,  350 
Ect  fight,  or  fall ;  a  fi.rm  embody'd  train. 
He  whom  the  fortune  of  the  field  fhall  caft 
From  forth  his  chariot,  mount  the  next  in  hafle ; 

Nor 
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Nor  feek  unpraftis'd  to  direct  the  car. 
Content  with  javelins  to  provoke  the  war.  35:5 

Our  great  forefathers  held  this  prudent  courfe. 
Thus  rul'd.  their  ardour,  thus  preferv'd  their  force. 
By  laws  like  thefe  immortal  conqueft  made. 
And  earth's  proud  tyrants  low  in  afhes  laid. 

So  fpoke  the  mafter  of  the  martial  art,  360 

And  touch'd  with  tranfport  great  Atrides'  heart! 
Oh!  had 'ft  thou  ftrength  to  match  thy  brave  defires. 
And  nerves  to  fecond  what  thy  foul  infpires ! 
Eut  wafting  years,  that  wither  human  race, 
Exhauft  thy  fpirits,  and  thy  arms  unbrace.  365 

What  once  thou  wert,  oh  ever  might'ft  thou  be ! 
And  age  the  lot  of  any  chief  but  thee. 

Thus  to  th'  experienc'd  prince  Atrides  cry'd; 
He  fhook  his  hoary  locks,  and  thus  reply 'd  : 
Well  might  I  wifh,  could  mortal  wifh  renew  370 

That  ftrength  which  once  in  boiling  youth  I  knew ; 
Such  as  I  was,  when  Ereuthalion  flain 
Beneath  this  arm  fell  proftrate  on  the  plain. 
Eut  Heaven  its  gifts  not  all  at  once  beftows, 
Thefe  years  with  wifdom  crowns,  with  aftion  thofe ; 
The  field  of  combat  fits  the  young  and  bold. 
The  folemn  council  beft  becomes  the  old  : 
To  you  the  glorious  conflidl  I  refign. 
Let  fage  advice,  the  palm  of  age,  be  mine. 
He  faid.     With  joy  the  monarch  march'd  before,    3S0 
And  found  Mencftheus  on  the  dufty  fhore, 
With  whom  the  firm  Athenian  phalanx  ftands. 
And  next  UlyiTes  with  his  fubjed  bands. 

Remote 
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Remote  their  forces  lay,  nor  knew  fo  far 

The  peace  infring'd,  nor  heard  the  found  of  war ;    385 

The  tumult  late  begun,  they  flood  intent 

To  watch  the  motion,  dubious  of  th'  event. 

The  king,  who  faw  their  fquadrons  yet  unmov'd. 

With  hafty  ardour  thus  the  chiefs  reprov'd  : 

Can  Peleus'  fon  forget  a  warriour's  part,  390 

And  fears  Ulyffes,  Ikill'd  in  every  art  ? 
Why  ftand  you  diftant,  and  the  reft  expeft 
To  mix  in  combat  which  yourfelres  neglecT:  ? 
From  you  'twas  hop'd  among  the  firft  to  dare 
The  fhocks  of  armies,  and  commence  the  war.         305' 
For  this  your  names  are  call'd  before  the  reft. 
To  ihare  the  pleafures  of  the  genial  feaft  : 
And  can  you,  chiefs!  without  a  blufh  furvey 
Whole  troops  before  you  labouring  in  the  fray  ? 
Say,  is  it  thus  thofe  honours  you  requite :  400 

The  firft  in  banquets,  but  the  laft  in  fight  ? 

Ulyfies  heard  :  the  hero's  warmth  o'erfpread 
His  cheek  withblufnes :  and  fevere,  he  faid  : 
Take  back  th'  unjuft  reproach !  Behold,  we  ftand 
Sheath'd  in  bright  arms,  and  but  expe<ft  command. 
If  glorious  deeds  afford  thy  foul  delight. 
Behold  me  plunging  in  the  thickeft  fight. 
Then  give  thy  warriour-chief  a  v.-arriour's  due. 
Who  dares  to  aft  whate'er  thou  dar'ft  to  view. 

Struck  with  his  generous  wrath  the  king  replies;  410 
Oh  great  in  aftion,  and  in  council  wife ! 
With  ours,  thy  care  and  ardour  are  the  fame, 
Kor  need  I  to  command,  nor  ought  to  blame. 

Sage 
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Sage  as  thou  art,  and  learn'd  in  human  kind. 

Forgive  the  tranfport  of  a  martial  mind. 

Hade  to  the  fight,  fecure  of  juft  amends; 

The  Gods  that  make,  fhall  keep  the  worthy,  friends. 

He  faid,  and  pafs'd  where  great  Tydides  lay. 
His  fteeds  and  chariots  wedg'd  in  firm  array  : 
(The  warlike  Sthenelus  attends  his  fide)  420 

To  whom  with  I'ern  reproach  the  monarch  cry 'd  ; 
Oh  fon  of  Tydeus!   (he,  whofe  {xrength  could  tame 
The  bounding  fteed.  In  arms  a  mighty  name) 
Can'ftthou,  remote,  the  mingling  hofts  defcry. 
With  hands  unaftive,  and  a  carelefs  eye  ?  425 

Not  thus  thy  fire  the  fierce  encounter  fear'd  ; 
Still  firit  in  front  the  matchlefs  prince  appear'd ; 
What  glorious  toils,  what  wonders  they  recite, 
W^ho  view'd  him  labouring  through  the  ranks  of  fight ! 
I  faw  him  once,  when,  gathering  martial  power,    430 
A  peaceful  guefl-,  he  fought  Mycenae's  tower ; 
Armies  he  aCi'd,  and  armies  had  been  given. 
Not  we  deny'd,  but  Jove  forbade  from  heaven ; 
While  dreadful  comets  glaring  from  afar 
Forewarn'd  the  horrours  of  the  Theban  war.  43 - 

Next,  fentby  Greece  from  where  Afopus  flows, 
A  fe:ir!efs  envoy,  he  approach'd  the  foes; 
Thebe's  hoftile  walls,  unguarded  and  alone, 
Dauntlefs  he  enters,  and  demands  the  throne. 
The  tyrant  feafting  with  his  chiefs  he  found,  440 

And  dar'd  to  combat  all  thofe  chiefs  around  ; 
Dar'd  and  fubdued,  before  their  haughty  lord ; 
For  Pallas  ftrung  his  arm,  and  edg'd  his  fword. 

Stung 
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Stung  with  the  fhame,  within  the  winding  way. 

To  bar  his  paflage  fifty  warriours  lay ;  445; 

Two  heroes  led  the  fecret  fquadron  on, 

Maeon  the  fierce,  and  hardy  Lycophon  ; 

Thofe  fifty  flaughter'd  in  the  gloomy  vale. 

He  fpar'd  but  one  to  bear  the  dreadful  tale. 

Such  Tydeus  was,  and  fuch  his  martial  fire.  450 

Gods!  how  the  fon  degenerates  from  the  fire! 

No  words  the  god-like  Diomed  return'd. 
But  heard  refpeftful,  and  in  fecret  burn'd: 
Not  fo  fierce  Capaneus'  undaunted  fon. 
Stern  as  his  fire,  the  boafler  thus  begun :  455' 

What  needs,  O  Monarch,  this  invidious  praife, 
Ourfelves  to  leflen,  while  our  fires  you  raife? 
Dare  to  be  juft,  Atrides!  and  confefs 
Our  valour  equal,  though  our  fury  lefs. 
With  fewer  troops  we  ftorm'd  the  Theban  wall,       460 
And  happier  faw  the  fevenfold  city  fall, 
la  impious  afts  the  guilty  fathers  dy"d; 
The  fons  fubdued,  for  heaven  was  on  their  fide. 
Far  more  than  heirs  of  all  our  parents  fame. 
Our  glories  darken  their  dim.inifh'd  name.  465 

To  him  Tydides  thus :     My  friend,  forbear, 
Supprefs  thy  paffion,  and  the  king  re\ere  : 
His  high  concern  may  well  excufe  this  rage, 
Whofe  caufe  we  follow,  and  whofe  war  we  v.'age; 
His  the  firfl:  praife,  were  Ilion's  towers  o'erthrown. 
And,  if  we  fail,  the  chief  difgrace  his  own. 
Let  him  the  Greeks  to  hardy  toils  excite, 
'Tis  ours  to  labour  in  the  glorious  fight. 

He 
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He  fpoke,  and  ardent  on  the  tre.iibling  ground 
Sprung  from  his  car;  his  ringing  arms  refound.       47 5 
Dire  was  the  clang,  and  dreadful  from  afar. 
Of  arm'd  Tydides  rufiiing  to  the  war. 
As  when  the  winds,  afcending  by  degrees, 
Firlt  mo\^e  the  whitening  furface  of  the  feas. 
The  billows  float  in  order  to  the  fhore,  480 

The  wave  behind  rolls  on  the  wave  before; 
Till,  with  the  growing  ftorm,  the  deejJs  arife. 
Foam  o'er  the  rocks,  and  thunder  to  the  Ikies. 
So  to  the  fight  the  thick  battalions  throng. 
Shields  urg'd  on  fhields,  and  men  drove  men  along. 
Sedate  and  filent  move  the  numerous  bands; 
No  found,  no  v.hifper,  but  the  chief's  commands, 
Thofe  only  heard ;  with  awe  the  reft  obey. 
As  if  fome  God  had  fnatch'd  their  voice  away. 
Not  fo  the  Trojans ;  from  their  hoft  afcends  400 

A  general  Ihout  that  all  the  region  rends. 
As  v/hen  the  fleecy  flocks  unnumber'd  ftand 
In  wealthy  folds,  and  wait  the  milker's  hand. 
The  hollow  vales  inceflant  bleaiing  fills. 
The  Iambs  reply  from  all  the  neigbouring  hills :       495; 
Such  clamours  rofe  from  various  nations  round, 
Mix'd  was  the  murmur,  and  confus'd  the  found. 
Each  hoft  now  joins,  and  each  a  God  infpires, 
ThefeMars  incites,  and  thofe  Minerva  fires. 
Pale  Flight  around,  and  dreadful  Texrour  reign  ;      500 
And  Difcord  raging  bathes  the  purple  plain  ; 
Difcord !  dire  fifter  of  the  flaughtering  power. 
Small  at  her  birth,  but  rifing  e^■ery  hour. 

While 
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While  fcarce  the  fkies  her  horrid  head  can  bound, 
Sheftalks  on  earth,  and  fhakes  the  world  around  ;     50  j 
The  nations  bleed,  where'er  her  fteps  (he  turns. 
The  groan  ftill  deepens,  and  the  combat  burns. 

Now  Ihield  with  (hield,  with  helmet  helmet  clos'd. 
To  armour  armour,  lance  to  lance  oppos'd, 
Hoft  againft  hofl  with  fhadowy  fquadrons  drew,       5 1  o 
The  founding  darts  in  iron  tempefts  flew, 
Victors  and  vanquifh'd  join  promifcuous  cries. 
And  (hrilling  (houts  and  dying  groans  arife ; 
With  ftreaming blood  the  flippery  fields  are  dy'd, 
And  flaughter'd  heroes  fwell  the  dreadful  tide.         5 1  5 

As  torrents  roll,  increas'd  by  numerous  rills. 
With  rage  impetuous  down  their  echoing  hills; 
Rufh  to  the  vales,  and,  pour'd  along  the  plain. 
Roar  through  a  thoufand  channels  to  the  main ; 
The  diilant  Ihepherd  trembling  hears  the  found  :  520 
So  mix  both  hofis,  and  fo  their  cries  rebound. 

The  bold  Antilochus  the  flaughter  led. 
The  firft  who  ftruck  a  valiant  Trojan  dead  : 
At  great  Echepolus  the  lance  arrives : 
liaz'd  his  high  crefl,  and  through  his  helmet  dri\  cs ; 
Warm'd  in  the  brain  the  brazen  weapon  lies. 
And  (hades  eternal  fettle  o'er  his  eyes. 
So  fmks  a  tower,  that  long  affaults  had  ftood 
Of  force  and  fire ;  its  walls  befmear'd  with  blood. 
Him,  the  bold  *  leader  of  th'  Abantian  throng        ^30 
Seiz'd  to  defpoil,  and  dragg'd  the  corpfe  along  : 
But  while  he  flrove  to  tug  th'  inferted  dart, 
Agenor's  javelin  reach'd  the  hero's  heart. 

liis 
*  Elphenor, 


ILIAD,    Book  IV.  14,5 

His  flank,  unguarded  by  his  ample  fhicld, 

Admits  the  lance  :  he  falls,  and  fpurns  the  field;     53^ 

The  nerves,  unbrac'd,  fupport  his  limbs  no  more  ; 

The  foul  comes  floating  in  a  tide  of  gore. 

Trojans  and  Greeks  now  gather  round  the  flain; 

The  war  renews,  the  warriours  bleed  again; 

As  o'er  their  prey  rapacious  wolves  engage,  540 

Man  dies  on  man,  and  all  is  blood  and  rage. 

In  blooming  youth  fair  Simoiflus  fell. 
Sent  by  great  Ajax  to  the  fhadcs  of  hell ; 
Fair  Simoifius,  whom  his  mother  bore,. 
Amid  the  flocks  on  fllver  Simois'  fliore :  54^. 

The  nymph  defcending  from  the  hills  of  Ide, 
To  feek  her  parents  on  his  flowery  fide. 
Brought  forth  the  babe,  their  common  care  and  joy,.. 
And  thence  from  Simois  nam'd  the  lovely  boy. 
Short  was  his  date!  by  dreadful  Ajax  flain  ^ce 

He  falls,  and  renders  all  their  cares  in  vain ! 
So  falls  a  poplar,  that  in  watery  ground 
Rais'd  high  the  head,  with  fl:ately  branches  crown'd, 
(Fell'd  by  fome  artift  with  hisfhiningfteel. 
To  fhape  the  circle  of  the  bending  wheel)  5^j 

Cut  down  it  lies,  tall,  fmooth,  and  largely  fpread. 
With  all  its  beauteous  honours  on  its  head  ; 
There,  left  a  fubjeft  to  the  wind  and  rain. 
And  fcorch'd  by  funs,  it  withers  on  the  plain, 
'J'hus  pierc'd  by  Ajax,  Simoifius  lies  560 

Stretch'd  on  the  fhore,  and  thus  negleded  dies. 

At  Ajax  Antiphus  his  javelin  threw  ;  «j 

The  pointed  lance  with  erring  fury  flew,  -1 

And  Leucus,  lov'd  by  wifeUlyfTes,  f!ew»  j 

Vol.  XLVIII.  L '  He 
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He  drops  the  corpfc  of  SimoiTius  flain,  56^ 

And  finks  a  breathlefs  carcafc  on  the  plain. 
This  faw  UlyiTes,  and  with  grief  enrag'd 
Strode  where  the  foremoft  of  the  foes  engag'd ; 
Arm'd  with  his  fpear,  he  meditates  the  wound, 
In  aft  to  throw;  but,  cautious,  look'd around.         j-jo 
•Struck  at  his  fight  the  Trojans  backward  drew. 
And  trembling  heard  the  javelin  as  it  flew. 
A  chief  ftood  nigh,  who  from  Abydos  came. 
Old  Priam's  fon,  Democoon  was  his  name; 
The  weapon  enter'd  clofe  above  his  ear,  ^yj 

'Cold  through  his  temples  glides  the  whizzing  fpear ; 
"With  piercing  ftirieks  the  youth  refigns  his  breath. 
His  eye-balls  darken  with  the  fhades  of  death; 
Ponderous  he  falls;  his  clanging  arms  refound; 
And  his  broad  buckler  rings  againft  the  ground.       jSo 
■•     Seiz'd  with  affright  the  boldeft  foes  appear^ 
Ev'n  god-like  Heftor  feems  himfelf  to  fear; 
"Slow  he  gave  way,  the  reft  tumultuous  fled ; 
The  Greeks  with  fhouts  prefs  on,  and  fpoil  the  dead  : 
But  Phoebus  row  from  Ilion's  towering  height         585 
"Shines  forth  reveal'd,  and  animates  the  fight. 
Trojans,  be  bold,  and  force  with  force  oppofe ; 
"Your  foaming  fleeds  urge  headlong  on  the  foes! 
Nor  are  their  bodies  rocks,  nor  ribb'd  with  fteel ; 
Your  weapons  enter,  and  your  flrokes  they  feel.      jgo 
Have  ye  forgot  what  feem'd  your  dread  before? 
The  great,'  the  fierce  Achilles  fights  no  more. 

Apollo  thus  from  Ilion's  lofty  towers 
Array'd  in  terrors,  rouz'd  the  Trojan  powers : 

I  \^TiiIe 
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While  War's  fierce  Goddefs  fires  the  Grecian  foe,  595 
And  (houts  and  thunders  in  tlie  fields  below. 
Then  great  Diores  fell,  by  doom  di\  ine. 
In  vain  his  valour,  and  iiluftrious  line. 
A  broken  rock  the  force  of  Pirus  threw 
(Wlio  from  cold  ^nus  led  the  Thracian  crew) ;     -600 
Full  on  his  ankle  dropt  the  ponderous  ftone, 
Burft  the  ftrong  nerves,  and  crafli'd  the  folidbone. 
Supine  he  tumbles  on  thecrimfon  fands. 
Before  his  helplefs  friends  and  native  bands. 
And  fpreads  for  aid  his  unavailing  hands.  6oj 

The  foe  rufh'd  furious  as  he  pants  for  breath. 
And  through  his  navel  dro-\e  the  pointed  death : 
His  gufhing  entrails  fmok'd  upon  the  ground. 
And  the  warm  life  came  ifiTuing  from  the  wound. 

His  lance  bold  Thoas  at  the  conqueror  fent,        610 
Deep  in  his  breaft  above  the  pap  it  went. 
Amid  the  lungs  was  fix'd  the  winged  wood. 
And  quivering  in  his  heaving  bofom flood: 
Till  from  the  dying  chief,  approaching  near, 
Th'  iEtolian  warriour  tugg'd  his  weighty  fpear :      615 
Then  fudden  wav'd  his  flaming  faulchion  round. 
And  gafh'd  his  belly  with  a  ghaftly  wound. 
The  corpfe  now  breathlefs  on  the  bloody  plain. 
To  fpoil  his  arms  the  viftor  drove  in  vain ; 
The  Thracian  bands  againft  the  vi(i:lor  prcft  ;  620 

A  grove  of  lances  glitter'd  at  his  breaft. 
Stern  Thoas,  glaring  with  revengeful  eyes. 
In  fuUen  fury  flowly  quits  the  prize. 

L  2  Thus 


J4S  POPE'S    HOMER. 

Thus  fell  two  heroes  •  one  the  pride  of  Thrace, 

And  one  the  leader  of  the  Epian  race :  625 

Death's  fable  fhade  at  once  o'er  caft  their  eyes. 

In  duftthe  vanquifn'd,  and  the  vidor  lies. 

With  copious  llaughter  all  the  fields  are  red. 

And  heap'd  with  growing  mountains  of  the  dead. 

Had  fome  brave  chief  this  martial  fcene  beheld, 
Ey  Pallas  guarded  through  the  dreadful  field ; 
Might  darts  be  bid  to  turn  their  points  away. 
And  fwords  around  him  innocently  play ; 
The  war's  whole  art  with  wonder  had  he  feen. 
And  counted  heroes  where  he  counted  men.  63^ 

So  fought  each  hoft  with  thirft  of  glory  iir'd, 
A-nd  crowds  on  crowd*  triumphantly  expir'd. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Afts  of  Diomed. 

DIOMED,  affifted  by  Pallas,  performs  u-ondcrs  In  this 
day's  batile.  Pandarus  wounds  him  w  ith  an  arrow, 
but  the  Goddefs  cures  him,  enables  him  to  difcern 
Gods  from  mortals,  and  prohibits  him  from  con- 
tending with  any  of  the  former,  excepting  Venus, 
^neas  joins  Pandarus  to  oppofe  him  :  Pandarus  is 
killed,  and  ^neas  in  great  danger,  but  for  the  af- 
fiftance  of  Venus ;  who,  as  fhe  is  removing  her  fon 
from  the  fight,  is  wounded  in  the  hand  by  Diomed. 
Apollo  feconds  her  in  his  refcue,  and  at  length  car- 
ries off  TEneas  to  Troy,  where  he  is  healed  in  the 
temple  of  Pergamus.  Mars  rallies  the  Trojans,  and 
affifts  Keftor  to  make  a  ftand.  In  the  mean  time 
^neas  is  reftored  to  the  field,  and  they  overthrow 
feveral  of  the  Greeks;  among  the  reft  Tlepolemus  is 
flain  by  Sarpedon.  Juno  and  Minerva  defcend  to 
refift  Mars ;  the  latter  incites  Diomed  to  go  againft 
that  God;  he  wounds  him,  and  fends  him  groaning 
to  heaven. 

The  firft  battle  continues  through  this  book.     The 
fcene  is  the  fame  as  in  the  former. 
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BUT  Pallas  now  Tydides'  foul  infpires. 
Fills  with  her  force,  and  warms  with  all  her  fires>. 
Above  the  Greeks  his  deathlefs  fame  to  ralfe. 
And  crown  her  hero  with  diftinguifli'd  praife. 
High  on  his  helm  celeftial  lightnings  play,  5. 

His  beamy  fhield  emits  a  living  ray; 
Th'  unweary'd  blaze  inceffant  ftreams  fupplies. 
Like  the  red  ftar  that  fires  th'  autumnal  fkies. 
When  frefh  he  rears  his  radiant  orb  to  fight. 
And,  bath'd  in  Ocean,  (hoots  a  keener  light  la 

Such  glories  Pallas  on  the  chief  beftow'd. 
Such,  from  his  arms,  the  fierce  effulgence  flow'd  : 
Onward  fhe  drives  him,  furious  to  engage. 
Where  the  fight  burns,  and  where  the  thickeft  rage. 

The  fons  of  Dares  firft  the  combat  fought,  i^ 

A  wealthy  pricft,  but  rich  without  a  fault ; 
In  Vulcan's  fane  the  father's  days  were  led. 
The  fons  to  toils  of  glorious  battle  bred; 
Thcfe  fingled  from  their  troops  the  fight  maintain, 
Thefe  from  their  ileeds,  Tydides  on  the  plain.  ao 

Fierce  for  renown  the  brother  chiefs  draw  near. 
And  firft  bold  Phegus  caft  his  founding  fpear,, 

L  4  Whiclt 
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^Vhich  o'er  the  warriour's  fhoulder  took  its  courfe. 

And  fpent  in  empty  air  its  erring  force. 

Not  fo,  Tydides,  flew  thy  lance  in  vain,  2^ 

But  pierc'd  his  breaft,  and  flretch'd  him  on  the  plain. 

Seiz'd  with  unufual  fear,  Idsus  fled. 

Left  the  rich  chariot,  and  his  brother  dead. 

And,  had  not  Vulcan  lent  his  celeftial  aid. 

He  too  had  funk  to  death's  eternal  fliade  ;  ^o 

But  in  a  fmoky  cloud  the  God  of  fire 

Preferv'd  the  fon,  in  pity  to  the  fire. 

Tlie  fleeds  and  chariot,  to  the  navv  led, 

Encreas'd  tliefpoils  of  gallant  Diomed. 

Struck  with  amaze  and  fhame,  the  Trojan  crew     3^ 
Or  (lain,  or  fled,  the  fons  of  Dares  view ; 
When  by  the  blood-ftain'd  hand  Minerva  prefl: 
The  God  of  battles,  and  this  fpeech  addreft  : 

Stern  power  of  war !  by  whom  the  mighty  fall. 
Who  bathe  'u\  blood,  and  fhake  the  lofty  wall !         40 
Let  the  brave  cliiefs  their  glorious  toils  divide; 
And  whofe  the  conqueft  mighty  Jove  decide: 
While  we  from  interdided  fields  retire, 
Nor  tempt  the  wrath  of  heaven's  avenging  Sire. 

Her  words  allay 'd  the  impetuous  warriour's  heat,  4^ 
The  God  of  arms  and  Martial  Maid  retreat ; 
Removed  from  fight,  on  Xanthus'  flov/ery  bounds 
They  fat,  and  liftened  to  the  dying  founds. 

Meantime  the  Greeks  the  Trojan  race  purfue. 
And  fome  bold  chieftain  every  leader  flew  :  r© 

Firft  Odius  falls,  and  hites  tlie  bloody  fand. 
His  death  ennobled  by  Atrides'  hand; 
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As  he  to  flight  his  wheeling  car  addreft. 
The  fpeedy  javelin  drove  from  back  to  breaft. 
la  duft  the  mighty  Halizonian  lav,  j^ 

His  arms  refound,  the  fpirit  wings  its  way. 

Thy  fate  was  next,  O  Phjeftus  !  doom'd  to  feel 
The  great  Idomeneus'  portended  fteel ; 
Whom  Borus  fcnt  (his  fon,  and  oaily  joy) 
From  fruitful  Tarne  to  the  fields  of  Troy.  60 

The  Cretan  javelin  reach'd  him  from  afar. 
And  pierc'd  his  fhoulder  as  he  mounts  his  car; 
Back  from  the  car  he  tumbles  to  the  ground. 
And  everlafting  Ihades  his  eyesfurround. 

Then  dy'd  Scamandrius,  expert  in  the  chace,         6^ 
In  woods  and  wilds  to  wound  the  favage  race ; 
Diana  taught  him  all  her  fylvan  arts. 
To  bend  the  bow,  and  aim  unerring  darts : 
Eut  vainly  here  Diana's  arts  he  tries. 
The  fatal  lance  arrefls  him  as  he  flies; 
From  Menelalls'  arm  the  weapon  fent. 
Through  his  broad  back  and  heaving  bofom  went ; 
Down  flnks  the  warriour  with  a  thundering  found. 
His  brazen  armour  rings  againft  the  ground. 

Next  artful  Pherecius  untimely  fell;  -jj 

Bold  Merion  fent  him  to  the  realms  of  hell. 
Thy  father's  fkill,  O  Pherecius,  was  thine. 
The  graceful  fabrick  and  the  fair  defign  ; 
For,  lov'd  by  Pallas,  Pallas  did  impart 
To  him  the  fhipwright's  and  the  builder's  art.  So 

Beneath  his  hand  the  fleet  of  Paris  rofe, 
i  he  fatal  caufe  of  all  his  country's  woes; 

Bat 
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But  he,  the  myftick  will  of  Hea\'cn  unknown. 

Nor  faw  his  country's  peril,  nor  his  own. 

The  haplefs  artift,  while  confus'd  he  fled,  8^ 

The  fpear  of  Merlon  mingled  wi4:h  the  dead. 

Through  his  right  hip  with  forceful  fury  call. 

Between  the  bladder  and  the  bone  it  paft : 

Prone  on  his  knees  he  falls  with  fruitlefs  cries. 

And  death,  in  lading  flumber  feals  his  eyes.  90 

From  Meges'  force  the  fwift  Pedxus  fled, 
Antenor's  offspring  from  a  foreign  bed, 
Whofe  generous  fpoufe,  Theano,  heavenly  fair, 
Nurs'd  the  young  ftranger  with  a  mother's  care. 
How  vain  thofe  cares !  when  Meges  in  the  rear         9^ 
Full  in  his  nape  infix'd  the  fatal  fpear ! 
Swift  through  his  crackling  jaws  the  weapon  glides. 
And  the  cold  tongue  the  grinning  teeth  divides. 

Then  dy'd  Hypfenor,  generous  and  divine. 
Sprung  from  the  brave  Dolopian's  mighty  line,        100 
Who  near  ador'd  Scamander  made  abode, 
Prieft  of  theftream,  and  honour'd  as  a  God, 
On  him,  araldft  the  flying  numbers  found, 
Eurypylus  inflitls  a  deadly  wound ; 
On  his  broad  flioulders  fell  the  forceful  brand. 
Then  glancing  downward  lopp'd  his  holy  hand. 
Which  ftain'd  with  facred  blood  the  blufliing  fand, 
Down  funk  the  prieft  ;  the  purple  hand  of  death 
Clos'd  his  dim  eye,  and  fate  fupprefs'd  his  breath. 

Thus  toird  the  chiefs,  in  different  parts  engag'd. 
In  every  quarter  fierce  Tydides  rag'd. 
Amid  the  Greek,  amid  the  Trojan  train. 
Rapt  through  the  ranks,  he  thunders  o'er  the  plain ; 

Now 
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Now  here,  now  there,  he  darts  from  place  to  place. 
Pours  on  the  rear,  or  lightens  in  their  face.  1 1  j. 

Thus  from  high  hills  the  torrents  fwift  and  flrong 
Deluge  whole  fields,  and  fweep  the  trees  along. 
Through  ruin'd  moles  the  rufhing  wave  refounds, 
O'erwhelms  the  bridge,  and  burfts  the  lofty  bounds. 
The  yellow  harvefts  of  the  ripen'd  year,  120 

And  flatted  vineyards,  one  fad  wafte  appear! 
While  Jove  defcends  in  fluicy  (heet's  of  rain. 
And  all  the  labours  of  mankind  are  vain. 

So  rag'd  Tydides,  boundlefs  in  his  ire. 
Drove  armies  back,  and  made  all  Troy  retire,         125 
With  grief  the  *  leader  of  the  Lycian  band 
Saw  the  wide  wafte  of  his  deftrudive  hand: 
His  bended  bow  againft  the  chief  he  drew; 
Swift  to  the  mark  the  thirfty  arrow  flew, 
Whofe  forky  point  the  hollow  breaft-plate  tore,         1 33 
])cep  in  his  fhoulder  pierc'd,  and  drank  the  gore: 
The  rufhing ilream  his  brazen  armour  dy'd. 
While  the  proud  archer  thus  exulting  cry 'd  : 

Hither,  ye  Trojans,  hither  drive  your  fteeds! 
Lo !  by  our  hand  the  braveft  Grecian  bleeds,  13  r 

Not  long  the  dreadful  dart  he  can  fuftain  ; 
Or  Phoebus  urg'd  me  to  thefc  fields  in  vain. 

So  fpoke  he,  boaflful;  but  the  winged  dart 
Stopt  fhort  of  life,  and  mock'd  the  fhooter's  art. 
The  wounded  chief,  behind  his  car  retir'd,  140 

The  helping  hand  of  Sthenelus  requir'd ; 
Swift  from  his  feat  he  leap'd  upon  the  ground. 
And  tugg'd  the  weapon  from  the  gufhing  wound  ; 

When 
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When  thus  the  king  his  guardian  power  addreft. 

The  purple  current  wandering  o'er  his  veft:  14J 

O  progeny  of  Jove!  unconquer'd  maid  ! 
If  e'er  my  god-like  Sire  deferv'd  thy  aid. 
If  e'er  I  felt  thee  in  the  fighting  field. 
Now,  Goddefs,  now  thy  facred  fuccour  yield. 
Gh  give  my  lance  to  reach  the  Trojan  knight,  r  50 

Whofe  arrow  wounds  the  chief  thou  guard'ft  in  fight; 
And  lay  the  boafter  groveling  on  the  fhore. 
That  vaunts  thefe  eyes  fhall  view  the  light  no  more. 

Thus pray'd  Tydides,  and  Minena heard ; 
His  nerves  confirm'd,  his  languid  fpirits  chear'd,     1 5;  j 
He  feels  each  limb  with  wonted  vigour  light; 
His  beating  bofom  claims  the  promis'd  fight. 
Be  bold  (fhe  cry'd),  in  every  combat  fhine. 
War  be  thy  province,  thy  proteflion  mine ; 
Rulh  to  the  fight,  and  ever)'  foe  controul ;  1 60 

Wake  each  paternal  virtue  in  thy  foul  : 
Strength  fwells  thy  boiling  breaft,  infus'd  by  me. 
And  all  thy  god-like  father  breathes  in  thee .' 
Yet  more,  from  mortal  mifts  I  purge  thy  eyes. 
And  fet  to  view  the  warring  Deities.  1 65- 

Thefe  fee  thou  Ihun,  through  all  th'  embattled  plain. 
Nor  rafhly  ftrive  where  human  force  is  vain. 
If  Venus  mingle  in  the  martial  band. 
Her  (halt  thou  wound:  fo  Pallas  gives  command. 

With  that,  the  blue-ey'd  virgin  wing'd  her  flight ; 
The  hero  rufh'd  impetuous  to  the  fight ; 
With  tenfold  ardour  now  invades  the  phin, 
Wild  with  delay,  and  more  enrag'd  bv  pniiu  •  - 

A, 
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As  on  the  fleecy  flocks,  when  hunger  calls, 

Araidll  the  field  a  brindled  lion  falls;  1-75 

If  chance  fome  fhepherd  with  adiftant  dart 

The  favage  wound,  he  rouzes  at  the  fmart. 

He  foams,  he  roars ;  the  fhepherd  dares  not  ftay. 

But  trembling  leaves  the  fcattering  flocks  a  prey ; 

Heaps  fall  on  heaps ;  he  bathes  with  blood  the  ground. 

Then  leaps  victorious  o'er  the  lofty  mound. 

Not  with  lefs  fury  ftern  Tydides  flew  ; 

And  two  brave  leaders  at  an  inftant  flew  ; 

Aftynoiis  breathlefs  fell,  and  by  his  fide 

His  people's  paftor,  good  Hypenor,  dy'd ;  1  g^ 

Afl:ynous'  breaft  the  deadly  lance  receives, 

Hypenor's  fhouldcr  his  broad  faukhion  cleaves. 

Thofe  flain  he  left ;  and  fprung  with  noble  rage 

Abas  and  Polyidusto  engage; 

Sons  of  Eurydamus,  who,  wife  and  old,  190 

Could  fates  forefee,  and  myfl:ic  dreams  unfold ; 

The  youths  return'd  not  from  the  doubtful  plain. 

And  the  fad  father  try'd  his  arts  in  vain; 

No  myfl:ic  dream  could  make  their  fates  appear. 

Though  now  determin'd  by  Tydides  fpear.  i  g^ 

Young  Xanthus  next,  and  Thoon  felt  his  rage; 
The  joy  and  hope  of  Phaenops'  feeble  age; 
Vafl;  was  his  wealth,  and  thefe  the  only  heirs 
Of  all  his  labours,  and  a  life  of  cares. 
Cold  death  o'ertakes  them  in  their  blooming  years,  200 
And  leaves  the  father  unavailing  tears : 
To  fl:rangers  now  defcend  his  heapy  ftore. 
The  race  forgotten,  and  the  name  uo  more. 

Tv/o 
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Two  fons  of  Priam  in  one  chariot  ride 
Glittering  in  arms,  and  combat  fide  by  fide.  20  j 

As  when  the  lordly  lion  feeks  his  food 
Where  grazing  heifers  range  the  lonely  wood. 
He  leaps  amidft  them  with  a  furious  bound. 
Bends  their  ftrong  necks,  and  tears  them  to  the  ground  : 
So  from  their  feats  the  brother  chiefs  are  torn,  2 1  o 

Their  fteeds  and  chariot  to  the  navy  borne. 

With  deep  concern  divine  .^neas  view'd 
The  foe  prevailing,  and  his  friends  purfued. 
Through  the  thick  ftorm  of  finging  fpears  he  flies. 
Exploring  Pandarus  with  careful  eyes,  2 1  j 

At  length  he  found  Lycaon's  mighty  fon ; 
To  whom  the  chief  of  Venus'  race  begun : 

Where,  Pandaras,  are  all  thy  honours  now. 
Thy  winged  arrows  and  unerring  bow. 
Thy  matchlefs  Ikill,  thy  j-et  unrivall'd  fame,  220 

And  boafted  glory  of  the  Lycian  name  ? 
Oh  pierce  that  mortal ;  if  we  mortal  calj 
That  wondrous  force  by  which  whole  armies  fall; 
Or  God  incens'd,  who  quits  the  diilant  Ikies 
To  punifh  Troy  for  flighted  facrifice;  225; 

(Which,  oil,  avert  from  our  unhappy  ftate ! 
For  what  fo  dreadful  as  celeftial  hate  r) 
Whoe'er  he  be,  propitiate  Jove  with  prayer ; 
If  man  deftroy;  if  God,  intreat  to  fpare. 

To  him  the  Lycian :  Whom  your  eyes  behold,     230 
If  right  I  judge,  is  Diomed  the  bold ! 
Such  courfers  whirl  him  o'er  the  dufty  field. 
So  towers  his  helmet-  and  fo  flames  his  fhield. 
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If 'tis  a  God,  he  wears  that  chief's  difguife; 

Or  if  that  chief,  fome  guardian  of  the  (kies  255 

Involv'd  in  clouds,  protects  him  in  the  fray. 

And  turns  unfeen  the  fruftrate  dart  away. 

I  wing'd  an  arrow,  which  not  idly  fell. 

The  Ilroke  had  fix'd  him  to  the  gates  of  hell ; 

And,  but  fome  God,  fome  angry  God  withllands,  249 

His  fate  was  due  to  thefe  unerring  hands. 

Skill'd  in  the  bow,  on  foot  I  fought  the  war. 

Nor  join'd  fwift  horfes  to  the  rapid  car. 

Ten  polifh'd  chariots  I  poffefs'd  at  home. 

And  ftill  they  grace  Lycaon's  princely  dome :  245 

There  veil'd  in  fpacious  "coverlets  they  ftand; 

And  twice  ten  con rfers  wait  their  lord's  command. 

The  good  old  warriour  bade  me  truft  to  thefe. 

When  firft  for  Troy  I  fail'd  the  facr^d  feas ; 

In  fields  aloft  the  whirling  car  to  guide,  250 

And  through  the  ranks  of  death  triumphant  ride: 

But  vain  with  youth,  and  yet  to  thrift  inclin'd, 

I  heard  his  councils  with  trnheedful  mind. 

And  thought  the  Heeds  (your  large  fupplies  unknown) 

Might  fail  of  forage  in  the  ftraiten'd  town:  255 

So  took  my  bow  and  pointed  darts  in  hand. 

And  left  the  chariots  in  my  native  land. 

Too  late,  O  friend !   my  xalhnefs  I  deplore ; 
Thefe  fhafts,  once  fatal,  carry  death  no  more. 
Tydeus'  and  Atreus'  fons  their  points  have  found,    260 
And  undiflembled  gore-purfued  the  viound. 
In  vain  theybled  :  this  unavailing  bow 
Serves,  not  to  fiaughter,  but  provoke  the  foe, 
'  In 
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In  evil  hour  thefe  bended  horns  I  ftrunp'. 

And  feiz'd  the  quiver  where  it  idly  hung.  '       26? 

Curs'd  be  the  fate  that  fent  me  to  the  field 

Without  a  warriour's  arms,  the  fpear  and  fhield  ; 

If  e'er  with  life  I  quit  the  Trojan  plain. 

If  e'er  I  fee  my  fpoufe  and  fire  again. 

This  bow,  unfaithful  to  my  glorious  aims,  270 

Broke  by  my  hand,  fhall  feed  the  blazing  flames» 

To  whom  the  leader  of  the  Dardan  race  : 
Ee  calm,  nor  Phoebus'  honour'd  gift  difgrace. 
The  diftant  dart  be  prais'd,  though  here  v/e  need 
The  rufhing  chariot,  and  the  bounding  fteed.  275 

Againfl  yon  hero  let  us  bend  our  courfe. 
And,  hand  to  hand,  encounter  force  with  force. 
Now  mount  my  feat,  and  from  the  chariot's  height 
Obferve  my  father's  fteeds,  renown'd  in  fight, 
Praftis'd  alike  to  turn,  to  ftop,  to  chace,  280 

To  dare  the  ftiock,  or  urge  the  rapid  race  : 
Secure  with  thefe,  through  fighting  fields  we  go ; 
Or  fafe  to  Troy,  if  Jove  aflift  the  foe. 
Hafte,  feize  the  whip,  and  fnatch  the  guiding  rein  ; 
The  warriour's  fury  let  this  arm  Tuftsin  ;  285 

Or,  if  to  combat  thy  bold  heart  incline. 
Take  thou  the  fpear,  the  chariot's  care  be  mine. 

O  prince !  (Lycaon's  valiant  fon  reply'd) 
As  thine  the  fl:eeds,  be  thine  the  tafk  to  guide. 
The  horfes,  pradis'd  to  their  lord's  command,  290 

Shall  bear  the  rein,  and  anfwer  to  thy  hand. 
But  if,  unhappy,  we  defert  the  fight. 
Thy  voice  alone  can  animate  their  flight ; 

Elfe 
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Elfe  fhdl  our  fates  be  number'd  with  the  dead. 
And  thefe,  the  vigor's  prize,  in  triumph  led.  295 

Thine  be  the  guidance  then  :  with  fpear  and  fliield 
Myfelf  will  charge  this  terrour  of  the  field. 

And  now  both  heroes  mount  the  glittering  car; 
The  bounding  courfers  rufh  amidft  the  war. 
Their  fierce  approach  bold  Sthenelus  efpy'd,  300 

Who  thus,  alarm'd,  to  great  Tydides  cry'd  : 

O  friend!  two  chiefs  of  force  iramenfe  I  fee. 
Dreadful  they  come,  and  bend  their  rage  on  thee ; 
Lo  the  brave  heir  of  bold  Lycaon's  line. 
And  great  ^neas,  fprung  from  race  divine  I  30  c 

Enough  is  given  to  fame.     Afcend  thy  car ; 
And  fave  a  life,  the  bulwark  of  our  war. 

At  this  the  hero  call  a  gloomy  look, 
Fix'd  on  the  chief  with  fcorn  ;  and  thus  he  fpoke  : 

Me  doft  thou  bid  to  lliun  the  coming  fight  ?  310 

Me  would'ft  thou  move  to  bafe.  Inglorious  flight  ? 
Know,  'tis  not  honeft  in  my  foul  to  fear. 
Nor  was  Tydides  born  to  tremble  here. 
I  hate  the  cumbrous  chariot's  flow  advance. 
And  the  long  diftance  of  the  flying  lance ;  31  ?• 

But  while  my  nerves  are  ftrong,  my  force  entire. 
Thus  front  the  foe,  and  emulate  my  fixe. 
Nor  fhall  yon  fteeds  that  fierce  to  fight  convey 
Thofe  threatening  heroes,  bear  them  both  away  ; 
One  chief  at  leaft  beneath  this  arm  fhall  die ;  320 

Sff  Pallas  tells  me,  and  forbids  to  fly. 
But  if  (he  dooms,  and  if  no  God  withftand. 
That  both  fhall  fall  by  one  vidorious  hand ; 
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Then  heed  my  words :  my  horfes  here  detain, 

Fix'd  to  the  chariot  by  the  ftraiten'd  rein ;  $z^ 

Swift  to  ^neas  empty  feat  proceed. 

And  feize  the  courfers  of  astherial  breed : 

The  race  of  thofe,  v/hich  once  the  thundering  God 

For  ravifh'd  Ganymede  on  Tros  beftow'd. 

The  beft  that  e'er  on  earth's  broad  furface  ran,        330 

Beneath  the  rifmg  or  the  fetting  fun. 

Hence  great  Anchifes  ftole  a  breed,  unknown 

By  mortal  mares,  from  fierce  Laomedon^ 

Four  of  this  race  his  ample  ftalls  contain. 

And  two  tranfport  ^neas  o'er  the  plain.  53^ 

Thefe,  were  the  rich  immortal  prize  our  own. 

Through  the  wide  world  (hould  make  our  glory  known* 

Thus  while  :hey  fpoke  the  foe  came  furious  on. 
And  Hern  Lycaon's  warlike  race  begun  : 
:.   Prince,  thou  art  met.     Though  late  in  vain  aiTail'd, 
The  fpear  may  enter  where  the  arrow  fail'd. 

He  faid,  then  fhook  the  ponderous  lance,  and  flung  ; 
On  his  broad  fhield  tlie  founding  weapon  rung, 
Pierc'd  the  tough  orb^  and  in  his  cuirafs  hung. 
JJ^  bleeds!  the  pride  of  Greece!   (the  boafter  cries) 
Our  triumph  now  the  mighty  warriour  lies! 
Miftaken  vaunter!  Diomed  reply 'd; 
Thy  dart  has  err'd,  and  now  my  fpear  be  tr^^'d : 
Ye  'fcape  not  both ;  one^  headlong  from,  his  car, 
^'itli  hoflile  blood  fhall  glut  the  God  of  war.  3  jo 

He  fpoke,  and  rifing  hurl'd  his  forceful  dart. 
Which,  driven  by  Palla?,  pierc'd  a  vital  part  j 
Full  in  his  face  it  enter'd,  and  betwixt 
.'Jhenofe  and  eye- ball  the  proud  Lycian  fixt  -,  ' 
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CxaHa'd  all  his  jaws,  and  cleft  the  tongue  v/khln,     ^^^ 
Till  the  bright  point  look'd  out  beneath  tlie  chin. 
Headlong  he  falls,  his  helmet  knocks  the  ground  ; 
Earth  groans  beneath  him,  and  his  arms  refound; 
The  ftarting  courfers  tremble  with  affright; 
The  foul  indignant  feeks  the  realms  of  night.  360 

To  guard  his  ilaughter'd  friend,  ^Eneas  flies. 
His  fpear  extending  where  the  carcafe  lies ; 
Watchful  he  wheels,  protefts  it  every  way. 
As  the  grim  lion  ftalks  around  his  prey. 
O'er  the  fall'n  trunk  Iiis  ample  fhield  difplay'd,       36_j 
He  hides  the  hero  with  his  mighty  fhade. 
And  threats  aloud  :  the  Greeks  with  longing  ei'es 
Behold  at  diftance,  but  forbear  the  prize. 
Then  fierce  Tydides  ftoops ;  and  from  the  fields, 
Heav'd  with  vaft  force,  a  rocky  fragment  wields. 
Not  two  ftrong  men  th'  enormous  weight  could  raife. 
Such  men  as  live  in  thefe  degenerate  days. 
He  fwung  it  round ;  and,  gathering  ftrength  to  throw, 
Difcharg'd  the  ponderous  ruin  at  the  foe. 
Where  to  the  hip  th'  inferted  thigh  unites,  375 

Full  on  the  bone  the  pointed  marble  lights; 
Through  both  the  tendons  broke  the  rugged  ftone. 
And  ftripp'd  the  Ikin,  and  crack'd  the  folid  bone. 
Sunk  on  his  knees,  and  daggering  with  his  pains, 
Hi's  falling  bulk  his  bended  arm  fuftains ;  380 

Loft  in  a  dizzy  mift  the  warrlourlies; 
A  fudden  cloud  comes  fwimming  o'er  his  eyes. 
There  the  brave  chief  who  mighty  numbers  fsvay'd, 
Opprefs'd  had  funk  to  death's  eternal  fhade  ; 
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But  heavenly  Venus,  mindful  of  the  love  3S  j 

She  bore  Anchifes  in  th'  Idsan  grove. 
His  danger  views  with  anguifh  and  defpair. 
And  guards  her  offspring  with  a  mother's  care. 
About  her  much-lov'd  fon  her  arms  fhe  throws. 
Her  arms  whofe  whitenefs  match  the  falling  fnows. 
Screen'd  from  the  foe  behind  her  fliining  veil, 
Thefwords  wave  harmlefs,  and  the  javelins  fail : 
Safe  through  the  ruihing  horfe,  and  feather'd  flight 
Of  founding  Ihafts,  {he  bears  him  from  the  fight. 

Nor  Sthenelus,  with  unaflifting  hands,  ^Q^ 

Remain'd  unheedfal  of  his  lords  commands : 
His  panting  fteeds,  remov'd  from  out  the  war. 
He  fix'd  with  ftraiten'd  traces  to  the  car. 
Next  rufhing  to  the  Dardan  fpoil,  detains 
The  heavenly  courfers  with  the  flowing  manes :        40a 
Thefe,  in  proud  triumph  to  the  fleet  convey'd. 
No  longer  now  a  Trojan  lord  obey'd. 
That  charge  to  bold  Deipylus  he  gave, 
(Whom  mod  he  lov'd,  as  brave  men  love  the  brave) 
Then  mounting  on  his  car,  refum'd  the  rein,  405 

And  follow'd  where  Tydides  fwept  the  plain. 

Meanwhile  (his  conquefl:  ravifh'd  from  his  eyes) 
The  raging  chief  in  chace  of  Venus  flies : 
No  Goddefs  fhe  commiffion'd  to  the  field. 
Like  Pallas  dreadful  with  her  fable  fhield,  410 

Or  fierce  Bellona  thundering  at  the  wall. 
While  flames  afcend,  and  mighty  ruins  fall; 
He  knew  foft  combats  fuit  the  tender  dame. 
New  to  tlie  field,  and  fliJl  a  foe  to  fame. 

Through 
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Through  breaking  ranks  his  furious  courfe  he  bends. 
And  at  the  Goddefs  his  broad  lance  extends ; 
Through  her  bright  veil  the  daring  v/eapon  drove, 
Th'  ambrofial  veil,  which  all  the  Graces  wove; 
Her  fnowy  hand  the  razing  fteel  profan'd. 
And  the  tranfparent  flcin  with  crimfon  ftain'd.  420 

From  the  clear  vein  a  ftream  immortal  flow'd. 
Such  ftream  as  iffues  from  a  wounded  God  : 
Pure  emanation!  uncorrupted  flood; 
Unlike  our  grofs,  difeas'd,  terreftrial  blood : 
(For  not  the  bread  of  man  their  life  fuftains,  425' 

Nor  wine's  inflaming  juice  fupplics  their  veins.) 
With  tender  fhrieks  the  Goddefs  fiU'd  the  place. 
And  dropp'd  her  offspring  from  her  weak  embrace. 
Him  Phoebus  took  :  he  cafts  a  cloud  around 
The  fainting  chief,  and  wards  the  mortal  wound.    430 

Then,  with  a  voice  that  flaook  the  vaulted  fkies. 
The  king  infults  the  Goddefs  as  fhe  flies. 
Ill  with  Jove's  daughter  bloody  fights  agree. 
The  field  of  combat  is  no  fcene  for  thee  : 
Go,  let  thy  own  foft  fex  employ  thy  care,  435 

Go,  lull  the  coward,  or  delude  the  fair. 
Taught  by  this  ftroke,  renounce  the  war's  alarms. 
And  Icain  to  tremble  at  the  name  of  arm?. 

Tydides  thus :     The  Goddefs  feiz'd  with  dread, 
Confus'd,  diftradled,  from  the  conflidl  fled,  440 

To  aid  her,  fwift  the  winged  Iris  flew. 
Wrapt  in  a  raift  above  the  warring  crew. 
The  Queen  of  Love  with  faded  charms  fhe  found. 
Pale  was  her  cheek,  and  livid  look'd  the  wound. 
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To  Mars,  who  fat  remote,  they  bent  their  way,       44^ 

Far  on  the  left,  with  clouds  involv'd  he  lay ; 

Eefide  him  flood  his  lance,  dillain'd  with  gore. 

And,  rein'd  with  gold,  his  foaming  fteeds  before. 

Low  at  his  knee,  Ihe  begg'd,  with  dreaming  eyes. 

Her  brother's  car,  to  mount  the  diftant  fl;ies,  ^  50 

And  fiiew'd  the  wound  by  fierce  Tydides  given, 

A  mortal  man  who  dares  encounter  Heaven. 

Stern  Mars  attentive  hears  the  queen  complain. 

And  to  her  hand  commits  the  golden  rein ; 

She  mounts  the  feat,  opprefs'd  with  filent  woe,         4^5- 

Driven  by  the  Goddefs  of  the  painted  bow. 

Thelafh  refounds,  the  rapid  chariot  flies. 

And  in  a  moment  fcales  the  lofty  Ikies : 

There  ftopp'd  the  car,  and  there  the  courfers  flood. 

Fed  by  fair  Iris  with  ambrofial  food.  46q^ 

Before  her  mother.  Love's  bright  Queen  appears, 

O'erwhelm'd  with  anguifh,  and  difTolv'd  in  tears  ; 

Sherais'd  her  in  her  arms,  beheld  her  bleed. 

And  afk'd,  what  God  had  wrought  this  guilty  deed? 

Then  fhe  :  This  infult  from  no  God  I  found,      46^; 
An  impious  mortal  gave  the  daring  wound! 
Behold  the  deed  of  haughty  Diomed ! 
*Twas  in  the  fon's  defence  the  mother  bled. 
The  war  with  Troy  no  more  the  Grecians  wage, 
Eut  with  the  Gods  (th'  immortal  Gods)  engage.      470 

Dione  then :  Thy  wrongs  with  patience  bear. 
And  fhare  thofe  griefs  inferior  powers  muft  fliare  : 
Unnumber'd  woes  mankind  from  us  fuftain. 
And  men  with  woes  afflict  the  Gods  again. 
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The  mighty  Mars  in  mortal  fetters  bound,  475 

And  lodg'd  in  brazen  dungeons  under  ground> 
Full  thirteen  moons  imprifon'd  roar'd  in  vain ; 
Otus  and  Ephialtes  held  the  chain  : 
Perhaps  had  perifh'd  ;  had  not  Hermes'  care 
Rcitor'd  the  groaning  God  to  upper  air.  48® 

Great  Juno's  felf  has  bore  her  weight  of  pain, 
Th'  imperial  partner  of  the  heavenly  reign ; 
Amphitryon's  fon  infix'd  the  deadly  dart. 
And  fill'd  with  anguifh  her  immortal  heart. 
Ev'n  hell's  grim  king  Alcides'  power  confefs'd,        48  jf; 
The  fhaft  found  entrance  in  his  iron  breaft ; 
To  Jove's  high  palace  for  a  cure  he  fled, 
Pierc'd  in  his  own  dominions  of  the  dead  ; 
Where  Pson,  fprinkling  heavenly  balm  around, 
Afiuag'd  the  glowing  pangs,  and  clos'd  the  wound.   49© 
Ra(h,  impious  man!  to  ftain  the  bleft  abodes. 
And  drench  his  arrows  in  the  blood  of  Gods ! 

But  thou  (though  Pallas  urg'd  thy  frantic  deed) 
Whofe  fpear  ill-fated  m.akes  a  Gcddefs  bleed, 
Know  thou,  v/hoe'er  with  heavenly  power  contends-j, 
Short  is  his  date,  and  foon  his  glory  ends ; 
From  fields  of  death  when  late  he  Ihall  retire. 
No  infant  on  his  knees  Ihall  call  him  Sire. 
Strong  as  thou  art,  fome  God  may  yet  be  found. 
To  flretch  thee  pale  and  gafping  on  the  ground ;       5-00 
Thy  diftant  wife,  ^Egiale  the  fair. 
Starting  from  lleep  with  a  diftrafted  air. 
Shall  rouze  thy  flaves,  and  her  loft  lord  deplore. 
The  brave,  the  great,  the  glorious,  now  no  more ! 
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This  faid,  file  wip'd  from  Venus'  wounded  palm  50  j 
The  facred  ichor,  and  infus'd  the  balm. 
Juno  and  Pallas  with  afmilefurvey'd. 
And  thus  to  Jove  began  the  blue-ey'd  Maid ; 

Permit  thy  daughter,  gracious  Jove  !  to  tell 
Row  this  mifchance  the  Cyprian  Queen  befell.        j  i o 
As  late  fhe  try'd  with  paffion  to  inflame 
The  tender  bofom  of  a  Grecian  dame, 
AUur'd  the  fair  with  moving  thoughts  of  joy. 
To  quit  her  country  for  fome  youth  of  Troy ; 
The  clafping  zone,  with  golden  buckles  bound,       ^i  c^ 
Raz'd  her  foft  hand  with  this  lamented  wound. 

The  Sire  of  Gods  and  men  fuperior  fmil'd. 
And,  calling  Venus,  thus  addreft  his  child: 
Not  thefe,  O  daughter,  are  thy  proper  cares ! 
Thee  milder  arts  befit,  and  fofter  wars;  ^za 

Sweet  fmiJes  are  thine,  and  kind  endearing  charms. 
To  Mars  and  Pallas  leave  the  deeds  of  arms. 

Thus  they  in  heaven  :  while  on  the  plain  below 
The  fierce  Tydides  charg'd  his  Dardan  foe, 
Flufh'd  with  celeftial  blood  purfu'd  his  way,  52^ 

And  fearlefs  dar'd  the  threatening  God  of  day  ; 
Already  in  his  hopes  he  faw  him  kill'd. 
Though  fcreen"d  behind  Apollo's  mighty  fliield. 
Thrice  rufhing  furious,  at  tlie  chief  he  fiirook; 
His  blazing  buckler  thrice  Apollo  fiiook  :  530 

He  try'd  the  fourth  :  when,  breaking  from  the  cloud, 
A  more  than  mortal  voice  was  heard  aloud : 

O  fon  of  Tydeus,  ceafe !  be  wife  and  fee 
Ho'.v  vaft  the  difference  of  the  Gods  and  thee; 

Diftance 
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Diftance  immenfe!  between  tlie  powers  tliat  flilne    53^ 
Above,  eternal,  deathlefs,  and  divine. 
And  mortal  man !  a  wretch  of  humble  birth, 
A  (hort-liv'd  reptile  in  the  diift  of  earth. 

So  fpoke  the  God  who  darts  celeftial  fires; 
He  dreads  his  fury,  and  fome  fteps  retires.  ^40 

Then  Phoebus  bore  the  chief  of  Venus'  race 
To  Troy's  high  fane,  and  to  his  holy  place; 
Latona  there  and  Phoebe  heal'd  the  wound. 
With  vigour  arm'd  him,  and  with  glory  crown'd. 
This  done,  the  patron  of  the  filver  bow  54  j; 

A  phantom  rais'd,  the  fame  in  fhape  and  (how 
With  great  JEneas  ;  fuch  the  form  he  bore. 
And  fuch  in  fight  the  radiant  arms  he  wore. 
Around  the  fpeftre  bloody  wars  are  wag'd. 
And  Greece  and  Troy  with  clafhing  Ihields  engag'd. 
Meantime  on  Ilion's  tower  Apollo  ilood. 
And,  calling  Mars,  thus  urg'd  the  raging  God. 

Stern  power  of  arms,  by  whom  the  mighty  fall ; 
Who  bath'ft  in  blood,  and  fhak'ft  th'  embattled  wall. 
Rife  in  thy  wrath !  to  hell's  abhorr'd  abodes  55 j 

Difpachyon  Greek,  tind  vindicate  the  Gods. 
Firft  rofy  Venus  felt  his  brutal  rage  ; 
Me  next  he  charg'd,  and  dares  all  hea^'en  engage  : 
The  wretch  would  brave  high  heaven's  immortal  Sire, 
His  triple  thunder,  and  his  bolts  of  fire.  560 

The  God  of  battle  ilTucs  on  the  plain. 
Stirs  all  the  ranks,  and  fires  the  Trojan  train  ; 
In  form  like  Acamas,  the  Thracian  guide, 
Ejira^'d,  to  Troy's  retiring  chiefs  he  cry'd: 

How 
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;  How  long,  ye  fons  of  Priam !  will  ye  fly,  ^6; 

And  unre\eng'd  fee  Priam's  people  die  ? 
Still  unrefiiled  (hall  the  foe  deftroy. 
And  ftretch  the  Slaughter  to  the  gates  of  Troy  ? 
Lo  brave  iEneas  fmks  beneath  his  wound, 
Kot  god-like  Heftor  more  in  arms  renown'd  :  ^76 

Hafte  all,  and  take  the  generous  warriour's  part. 
He  faid ;  new  courage  fwell'd  each  hero's  heart, 
Sarpedon  firft  his  ardent  foul  exprefs'd, 
.And,  turn'd  to  Heftor,  thefe  bold  words  exprefs'd  : 

Say,  chief,  is  all  thy  ancient  valour  loft?  57 j 

'U'liere  are  thy  threats,  and  where  thy  glorious  boaft. 
That  propt  alone  by  Priam's  race  fhould  ftand 
Troy's  facred  walls,  nor  need  a  foreign  hand  ? 
Now,  now  thy  country  calls  her  wanted  friends, 
Aiid  the  proud  vaunt  in  juft  derifion  ends,  58Q 

Remote  they  ftand,  while  alien  troops  engage. 
Like  trembling  hounds  before  the  lion's  rage. 
Far  diftant  hence  I  hdd  my  wide  command. 
Where  foaming  Xanthus  laves  the  Lycian  land. 
With  ample  wealth  (the  wifh  of  mortals)  bleft,         j-g^ 
A  beauteous  wife,  and  infant  at  her  breaft; 
With  thofe  I  left  whatever  dear  could  be ; 
Greece,  if  fhe  conquers,  nothing  wins  from  me ; 
Yet  firft  in  fight  my  Lycian  bands  I  chear. 
And  long  to  meet  this  mighty  man  ye  fear ;  590 

While  Heftor  idle  ftands,  nor  bids  the  brave 
Their  wiv^s,  their  infants,  and  their  altars  fave. 
Hafte,  warriour,  hafte!  preferve   thy  threaten'd  ftate * 
Or  one  vaft  burft  of  all-involving  fate 
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all  o'er  your  towers  {liall  fall,  and  fweep  away     595' 
Sons,  fires,  and  wives,  an  undiftinguifla'd  prey. 
Roufe  all,  thy  Trojans,  urge  thy  aids  to  fight ; 
Thefe  claim  thy  thoughts  by  day,  thy  watch  by  night : 
With  force  inceffant  the  brave  Greeks  oppofe ; 
Such  cares  thy  friends  deferve,  and  fuch  thy  foes,      600 

Stung  to  the  heart  the  generous  Hedor  hears. 
But  juft  reproof  with  decent  filence  bears. 
From  his  proud  car  the  prince  impetuous  fprings. 
On  earth  he  leaps ;  his  brazen  armour  rings. 
Two  fhining  fpears  are  brandifh'd  in  his  hands;      605 
Thus  arm'd,  he  animates  his  drooping  bands, 
ReA'ives  their  ardour,  turns  their  fteps  from  flight. 
And  wakes  anew  the  dying  flames  of  fight. 
They  turn,  they  ftand,  the  Greeks  their  fury  dare, 
Gondenfe  their  powers,  and  wait  the  growing  war.  610 

As  when,  on  Ceres'  facred  floor,  the  fwain 
Spreads  the  wide  fan  to  clear  the  golden  grain. 
And  the  light  chaff,  before  the  breezes  borne, 
Afcends  in  clouds  from  off  the  heapy  corn  ; 
The  grey  duft,  rifing  with  coUefted  winds,  61  ^ 

Drives  o'er  the  barn,  and  whitens  all  the  hinds : 
So  white  with  duft  the  Grecian  hoft  appears. 
From  trampling  fteeds,  and  thundering  charioteers ; 
The  duficy  clouds  from  labour'd  earth  arife. 
And  roll  in  fmoking  volumes  to  the  fkies.  620 

Mars  hovers  o'er  them  with  his  fable  Ihield, 
And  adds  new  honours  to  the  darken'd  field  : 
Pleas'd  with  his  charge,  and  ardent  to  fulfil. 
In  Troy's  defence,  Apollo's  heavenly  will: 

Sooa 
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Soon  as  from  fight  the  blue-ey'd  Maid  retires,         62^ 

Each  Trojan  bofom  with  new  warmth  he  fires. 

And  now  the  God,  from  forth  his  facred  fane, 

Prcduc'd  yEneas  to  the  fhouting  train; 

Alive,  unharm'd,  with  all  his  peers  around, 

Ereft  he  flood,  and  vigorous  from  his  wound  :         6^^ 

Enquiries  none  they  made;  the  dreadful  day 

No  paufe  of  words  admits,  no  dull  delay; 

Fierce  difcord  ftorms,  Apollo  loud  exclaims. 

Fame  calls.  Mars  thunders,  and  the  field  's  in  flames. 

Stern  Diomed  witli  either  Ajax  flood,  6^^ 

And  great  UiylTes,  bath'd  in  hoflile  blood. 
Embodied  clofe,  the  labouring  Grecian  train 
The  fiercefl  flior.k  of  charging  hof^s  fuflain. 
Unmo^'d  and filent,  the  vvhole  war  they  wait. 
Serenely  dreadful,  and  as  fix'd  as  fate.  640 

So  when  th'  embattled  clouds  in  dark  array. 
Along  the  Ikies  their  gloomy  lines  difplay; 
When  now  the  north  his  boiflerous  rage  has  fpent, 
A.nd  peaceful  fleeps  the  liquid  element : 
The  lov.--hung  vapours  motionlefs  and  flill,  643^ 

}xeit  on  the  fummits  of  the  fhaded  hill; 
Till  the  mafs  fcatters  as  the  winds  arife, 
Difpers'd  and  broken  through  the  rufHed  fkies. 

Nor  was  the  general  wanting  to  his  train. 
From  troop  to  troop  he  toils  through  all  the  plain.    6:0 
Ye  Greeks,  be  men  I  the  charge  of  battle  bear ; 
Your  brave  affociatei  and  yourfelves  revere! 
Let  glorious  adls  more  glorious  acts  infpire. 
And  catch  from  breaft  to  breafl  the  noble  f:re ! 

On 
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f")n  valoui's  fide  the  odds  of  combat  lie,  655 

The  brave  live  glorious,  or  lamented  die  ; 
The  wretch  who  trembles  in  the  field  of  fame. 
Meets  death,  and  worfe  than  death,  eternal  fhame. 

Thefe  words  he  fcconds  with  his  flying  lance. 
To  meet  whofe  point  was  ftroiig  Deiicoon's  chance,  660 
iEneas'  friend,  and  in  his  native  place 
Honour'd  and  lov'd  like  Priam's  royal  race : 
Long  had  he  fought  the  foremoft  in  the  field. 
But  now  the  monarch's  lance  tranfpierc'd  his  fi\icld: 
His  fliield  too  weak  the  furious  dart  to  flay,  665 

Through  his  broad  belt  the  weapon  forc'd  its  way: 
The  grizly  wound  difmifs'd  his  foul  to  hell. 
His  arms  around  him  rattled  as  he  fell. 

The  fierce  ^neas,  brandifhing  his  blade, 
in  duft  Orfilochus  and  Chrcthon  laid,  67-0 

Whofe  fire  Diocleus,  wealthy,  brave,  and  great. 
In  well-built  Pherx  held  his  lofty  feat ; 
Sprung  from  Alphelis  plenteous  fl:ream  !  that  yields 
Increafe  of  harvells  to  the  Pylian  fields. 
He  got  Orfilochus,  Diocleus  he,  67  jj 

And  thefe  defcended  in  the  third  degree. 
Too  early  expert  in  the  martial  toil. 
In  fable  fhips  they  left  their  native  foil, 
T'  avenge  Atrides :  now  untimely  flain. 
They  fell  with  glory  on  the  Phrygian  plain.  680 

So  two  young  mountain  lions,  nurs'd  with  blood. 
In  deep  receflfes  of  the  gloomy  wood, 
Rufh  fearlefs  to  the  plains,  and  uncontroul'd 
Depopulate  the  fialls,  and  wafte  the  fold ; 

Till 
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Till  pierc'd  at  dlftance  from  their  native  den,  68"^ 

O'erpower'd  they  fall  beneath  the  force  of  men, 

Proftrate  on  earth  their  beauteous  bodies  lay. 

Like  mountain  firs  as  tall  and  ftraight  as  tliey. 

Great  Menelaus  views  with  pitying  eyes. 

Lifts  his  bright  lance,  and  at  the  viftor  flies;  6go 

Mars  urg'dhim  on;  yet,  ruthlefs  in  his  hate. 

The  God's  but  urg'd  him  to  provoke  his  fate. 

He  thus  advancing,  Neftor's  valiant  fon 

Shakes  for  his  danger,  and  neglects  his  own  ; 

Struck  with  the  thought,  (hould  Helen's  lord  be  fiain. 

And  all  his  country's  glorious  labours  vain. 

Already  met  the  threatening  heroes  ftand^ 

The  fpears  already  tremble  in  their  han.l: 

In  rufn'd  Antilochus,  his  aid  to  bring. 

And  fall  or  conquer  by  the  Spartan  king,  700 

Thefe  feen,  the  Dardan  backward  turn'd  his  courfe, 

Erave  as  he  was,  and  Ihun'd  unequal  force. 

The  breathlefs  bodies  to  the  Greeks  they  drew. 

Then  mix'd  in  combat,  and  their  toils  renew. 

Firft  Pylaemenes,  great  in  battle  bled,  70  J 

Who  fneath'd  in  brafs  the  Paphlagonians  led. 

Arrides  mark'd  him  where  fablirae  he  flood; 

Fix'din  his  throat,  the  javelin  drank  his  blood. 

The  faithful  Mydon,  as  he  tcrn'd  from  fight 

Hi^  flying  courfer,  funk  to  endlefs  night :  710 

A  broken  rock  by  Neftor's  fon  was  thrown ; 

His  bended  arm  receiv'd  the  falling  ftone. 

From  his  numb'd  hands  the  ivory-ftudded  reins, 

Dropt  in  the  duft,  are  trail'd  along  the  plains-;. 

Mean- 
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Meanwhile  his  temples  feel  a  deadly  wound :  7 1  j 

He  groans  in  death,  and  ponderous  finks  to  ground ; 
Deep  drove  his  helmet  in  the  fands,  and  there 
The  head  flood  fix'd,  the  quivering  legs  in  air. 
Till  tram.pled  flat  beneath  the  courfer's  feet :         720  ^ 
The  youthful  victor  mounts  his  empty  feat,  >■ 

And  bears  the  prize  in  triumph  to  the  fleet.  J 

Great  Heftor  faw,  and  raging  at  the  view. 
Pours  on  the  Greeks  ;  the  Trojan  troops  purfue: 
He  fires  his  holl  with  animating  cries. 
And  brings  along  the  furies  of  the  flvies.  -72  j 

Mars,  fl;ern  deftroyer !  and  Bellona  dread. 
Flame  in  the  front,  and  thunder  at  their  head : 
This  fwells  the  tumult  and  the  rage  of  fight ; 
That  fliakes  a  fpear  that  cafl:s  a  dreadful  light. 
Where  Heftormarch'd,  the  God  of  battles  fliin'd,  730 
Now  ftorm'd  before  him,  and  now  rag'd  behind. 

Tydides  paus'd  amidft  his  full  career; 
Then  firfl:  the  hero's  manly  breaft  knew  fear. 
As  when  forae  fimple  fwain  his  cot  forfakes. 
And  wide  through  fens  an  unknown  journey  takes ; 
If  chance  a  fwelling  brook  his  paffage  flav. 
And  foam  impervious  crofs  the  wanderer's  way, 
Confus'd  he  ftops,  a  length  of  country  paft. 
Eye's  the  rough  waves,  and,  tir'd,  returns  at  lafl. 
Amaz'd  no  lefs  the  great  Tydides  ftands :  740 

Heftay'd,  and,  turning,  t'nus  addrefs'd  his  bands : 

No  wonder,  Greeks !  that  all  to  Hector  yield. 
Secure  of  favouring  Gods,  he  takes  the  field  : 
Hisftrokes  they  fccond,  and  avert  our  fpears: 
Behold  where  Mars  in  mortal  arms  appears !  74  5' 

Retire 
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Retire  then,  warriours,  but  fedate  and  flow  ; 
Retire,  but  with  your  faces  to  the  foe. 
Truft  not  too  much  your  unavailing  might ; 
'Tis  not  with  Troy,  but  with  the  Gods  ye  fight. 

Now  near  the  Greeks  the  black  battalions  drew  ; 
And  firll  two  leaders  valiant  Heftor  flew : 
His  force  Anchialus  and  Mnefthes  found. 
In  every  art  of  glorious  war  renown'd  ; 
In  the  fame  car  the  chiefs  to  combat  ride. 
And  fought  united,  and  united  died.  755 

Struck  at  the  fight,  the  mighty  Ajax  glows- 
With  thirft  of  vengeance,  and  affaults  the  foes. 
His  maffy  fpear  with  matchlefs  fury  fent. 
Through  Amphius'  belt  and  heavy  belly  went : 
Amphius  Apsfus'  happy  foil  poffefs'd,  760 

With  herds  abounding,  and  with  treafure  blefs'd; 
But  fate  refiftlefs  from  his  country  led 
The  chief,  to  perifli  at  his  people's  head. 
Shook  with  his  fall,  his  brazen  armour  rung. 
And  fierce,  to  fei/e  it,  conquering  Ajax  fprung;    765 
Around  his  head  an  iron  tempeft  rain'd ; 
A  wood  of  fpears  his  ample  Ihield  fuftain'd; 
Beneath  one  foot  the  yet-warm  corpfe  he  preft,  . 
And  drew  his  javelin  from  the  bleeding  breaft  : 
He  could  no  more  ;  the  {hoovering  darts  deny'd       770 
To  fpoil  his  glittering^  arms  and  plumy  pride. 
Now  foes  on  foes  came  pouring  on  the  field. 
With  briftling  lances,  and  compaded  fliields ; 
Till,  in  the  fteely  circle  ftraiten'd  round, 
Forc'd  he  gives  wav,  andfternly  quits  the  ground. 

While 
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While  thus  they  ilrive,  Tlepolemas  the  grea*-, 
Urg'd  by  the  force  of  unrefilled  fate, 
Burns  with  defire  Sarpedon"s  ftrength  to  prove ; 
Alcides' offspring  meets  thefon  of  jove. 
Sheath'd  in  bright  arms  each  ad  verfe  chief  came  on,  780 
Jove's  great  defcendant,  and  his  greater  fon. 
Prepar'd  for  combat  ere  the  lance  he  tofs'd. 
The  daring  Rhodian  vents  his  haughty  boaic : 

What  brings  this  Lycian  counfellor  fo  far. 
To  tremble  at  our  arms,  not  mix  in  war  ?  7S5: 

Know  thy  vainfelf;  nor  let  their  flattery  move. 
Who  flyle  thee  fon  of  cloud-compelling  Jove. 
How  far  unlike  thofe  chiefs  of  race  divine. 
How  vaft  the  difference  of  their  deeds  and  thine  I 
Jove  got  fuch  heroes  as  my  fire,  vvhofe  foul  '•qo 

No  fear  could  daunt,  nor  earth  nor  hell  controuL 
Troy  felt  his  arm,  and  yon  proud  ramparts  fcand 
Rais'd  on  the  ruins  of  his  vengeful  hand ; 
With  fix  fmall  fliips,  and  but  a  flender  train. 
He  left  the  town  a  v\  ide-deferted  plain.  70 : 

But  what  art  thou  ?  who  deedlefs  look'ft  around. 
While  unreveng'd  thy  Lycians  bite  the  ground  : 
Small  aid  to  Troy  thy  feeble  force  can  be; 
But,  wert  thou  greater,  thou  mull  yield  to  me. 
Pierc'd  by  my  fpear,  to  endlefs  darknefs  go  !  8ca 

I  make  this  prefent  to  the  fhades  below. 

The  fon  of  Hercules,  the  Rhodian  guide. 
Thus  haughty  fpoke.     The  Lycian  king  reply 'd  : 

Thy  fire,  O  prince  !  o'erturn'd  the  Trojan  fiate, 
Whofe  perjur'd  monarch  well  deferv'd  his  fate  ;       Sc; 
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Thofe  heavenly  fteeds  the  hero  fought  fo  far, 

Falfe  he  detain'd,  the  juft  reward  of  war. 

Nor  fo  content,  the  generous  chief  defy'd. 

With  bafe  reproaches  and  unmanly  pride. 

But  ycu,  unworthy  the  high  race  you  boaft,  Sio 

Shall  raife  my  glory  when  thy  own  is  loft  : 

Now  meet  thy  fate,  and,  by  Sarpedon  llain. 

Add  one  more  ghoft  to  Pluto's  gloomy  reign. 

He  faid  :  both  javelins  at  an  inftant  flew  ; 
Both  ftruck,  both  wounded ;  but  Sarpedon's  flew  :     813" 
Full  in  the  boafter's  neck  the  weapon  ftood. 
Transfix'd  his  throat,  and  drank  the  vital  blood ; 
The  foul  difdainful  feeks  the  caves  of  night, 
And  his  feal'd  eyes  for  everlofe  the  light. 

Yet  not  in  vain,  Tlepolemus,  was  thrown  820 

Thy  angr}' lance ;  which,  piercing  to  the  bone 
Sarpedon's  thigh,  had  robb'd  the  chief  of  breath  ; 
But  Jove  was  prefent,  ancf  forbade  the  death. 
Borne  from  the  conflict  by  the  Lycian  throng. 
The  wounded  hero  dragg'd  the  lance  along.  825 

(His  friends,  each  bufied  in  his  feveral  part, 
Through  hafte,  or  danger,  had  not  drawn  the  dart.) 
The  Greeks  with  flain  Tlepolemus  retir'd  ; 
\Miofe  fall  UlylTes  view'd,  with  fury  fir'd  ; 
Doubful  if  Jove's  great  fon  he  flioald  purfue,  830 

Or  pour  his  vengeance  on  the  Lycian  crew. 
But  Heaven  and  Fate  the  firft  defign  withftand. 
Nor  this  great  death  muft  grace  Ulyfles'  hand. 
Minerva  drives  him  on  the  Lycian  train  ; 
Alaftor,  Croraius,  Halius,  ftrow'd  the  plain,  835: 

Akander, 
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'\icander,  Prytanis,  Noemon  fell : 
And  numbers  more  his  fword  had  font  to  hell, 
But  Hedlor  Taw ;  and,  furious  at  the  fight, 
Rufli'd  terrible  amidft  the  ranks  of  fight. 
With  joy  Sarpedon  vievv'd  the  wifh'd  relief,  843^-- 

And,  faint)  lamenting,  thus  implor'd  the  chief: 

Oh  fufFer  not  the  foe  to  bear  away 
My  helplefs  corpfe,  an  unafiifted  prey  ; 
If  I,  unblefi,  mufl:  fee  my  fon  no  more. 
My  much-lov'd  confort,  and  my  native  fhofe,         84J 
Yet  let  me  die  in  Ilion's  facred  wall ; 
Troy,  in  whofe  caufe  I  fell,  fhall  mourn  my  fall. 

He  faid,  nor  Heftor  to  the  chief  replies. 
But  {hakes  his  plume,  and  fierce  to  combat  flies ; 
Swift  as  a  whirlwind,  drives  the  fcattering  foes;       850 
And  dyes  the  ground  with  purple  as  he  goes. 

Beneath  a  beech,  Jove's  confecrated  (hade. 
His  mournful  friends  divine  Sarpedon  laid  : 
Brave  Pelagon,  his  favourite  chief,  was  nigh, 
Who  wrench'd  the  javelin  from  his  finewy  thigh.     Sj," 
The  fainting  foul  flood  ready  wing'd  for  flight. 
And  o'er  his  eye-balls  fwam  the  fhades  of  night; 
But  Boreas  rifing  frefli,  with  gentle  breath, 
Recall'd  his  fpirit  from  the  gates  of  death. 

The  generous  Greeks  recede  with  tardy  pace,      86a 
Though  Mars  and  Heftor  thunder  in  their  face ; 
None  turn  their  backs  to  mean  ignoble  flight. 
Slow  they  retreat,  and  ev'n  retreating  fight. 
\^Tio  firft,  who  laft,  by  Mars  and  Heftor's  hand 
Stretch'd  in  their  blood,  lay  gafping  on  the  fand  ?     865 
N  2  Teuthra? 
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Teuthras  the  great,  Oreftesthe  renown'd 

For  manag'd  fteeds,  and  Trechus  prefs'd  the  ground  : 

Next  Oenomaus,  and  Oenops'  offspring  dy'dj 

Orefhiiis  laft  fell  groaning  at  their  lide ; 

Orefbius,  in  his  painted  mitre  gav,  870 

In  fat  Bceotia  held  his  wealthy  fway. 

Where  lakes  furround  low  Hyle's  watery  plain; 

A  prince  and  people  ftudious  of  their  gain. 

The  carnage  Juno  from  .he  ficies  furvey'd. 
And,  touch'd  with  grief,  befpoke  the  blue-ey'd  Maid. 
Oh  fight  accurs'd !  fhall  faithlefs  Troy  prevail. 
And  fhall  our  promife  to  our  people  fail  ? 
How  vain  the  word  to  Menelalis  given 
By  Jove's  great  daughter  and  the  Queen  of  Heaven, 
Eeneath  his  arms  that  Priam's  towers  fhould  fall;     8Sc 
If  warring  Gods  for  ever  guard  the  wall! 
Mars,  red  with  daughter,  aids  our  hated  foes  : 
Hafte,  let  us  arm,  and  force  with  force  oppofe  ! 

She  fpoke ;  Minerva  burns  to  meet  the  war  : 
And  now  heaven's  emprefs  calls  her  blazing  ear.       889 
At  her  command  rufh  forth  the  fteeds  divine; 
Rich  with  immortal  gold  their  trappings  fhine. 
Bright  Hebe  waits;  by  Hebe,  ever  young. 
The  whirling  wheels  are  to  the  chariot  hung. 
On  the  bright  axle  turns  the  bidden  wheel  890 

Of  founding  brafs ;  the  polifh'd  axle  fteel. 
Eight  brazen  fpokes  in  radiant  order  flame  ; 
The  circles  gold,  of  uncorrupted  frame. 
Such  as  the  heavens  produce :  and  round  the  gold 
Two  brazen  rings  of  work  divine  were  roll'd.  895 

*■         The 
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The  bofly  knaves  of  folid  filver  fhone ; 
iJ races  of  gold  fufpend  the  moving  throne  : 
The  car,  behind,  an  arching  figure  bore; 
The  bending  concave  form'd  an  arch  before. 
Silver  the  beam,  th'  extended  yoke  was  gold,  900 

And  golden  reins  th'  immortal  courfers  hold. 
Herfelf,  impatient,  to  the  ready  car 
The  courfers  joins,  and  breathes  rtvenge  and  war. 

Pallas  difrobes ;  her  radiant  veil  unty'd. 
With  flowers  adorn 'd,  with  art  diverfify'd,  go^ 

(The  labour 'd  veil  her  heavenly  fingers  wove) 
Flows  on  the  pavement  of  the  court  of  Jove. 
Now  heaven's  dread  arms  her  mighty  limbs  inveil, 
Jove's  cuirafs  blazes  on  her  ample  breaft  ; 
Deck'd  in  fad  triumph  for  the  mournful  field,  910 

O'er  her  broad  ihoulders  hangs  his  horrid  fhield. 
Dire,  black,  tremendous!     Round  the  margin  roU'd, 
A  fringe  of  ferpents  biffing  guards  the  gold ; 
Here  all  the  terrours  of  grim  War  appear, 
I-lere  rages  Force,  here  tremble  Flight  and  Fear,     91  ^ 
Kereftorm'd  Contention,  and  here  Fury  frown'd. 
And  the  dire  orb  portentous  Gorgon  crown'd. 
The  mafly  golden  helm  fhe  next  affum.es. 
That  dreadful  nods,  with  four  o'erfliading  plumes ; 
So  valt,  the  broad  circumference  contains  920 

A  hundred  armies  on  a  hundred  plains. 
The  Goddefs  thus  the  imperial  car  afcends; 
Sliook  by  her  arm  the  mighty  javelin  bends, 
Pondercus  and  huge;  that,  when  her  fury  burns. 
Proud  tyrants  humbles,  and  whole  hofts  o'erturns.  925' 
N  3  Swift 
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Swift  at  the  fcourge  th'  ethereal  courfers  Ry, 
While  the  fmooth  chariot  cuts  the  liquid  iky. 
Heaven's  gates  fpontaneous  open  to  the  powers; 
Heaven's  golden  gates,  kept  by  the  winged  hours ; 
Commiffion'd  in  alternate  watch  they  ftand,  930 

The  fun's  bright  portals  and  the  Ikies  command. 
Involve  in  clouds  th'  eternal  gates  of  day. 
Or  the  dark  barrier  roll  with  eafe  away. 
The  founding  hinges  ring;  on  either  fide 
The  gloomy  volumes  pierc'd  with  light,  divide,     gjc 
The  chariot  mounts,  where  deep  in  ambient  fldes 
Confus'd,  Olympus'  hundred  heads  arife  : 
Where  far  apart  the  Thunderer  fills  his  throne; 
O'er  all  the  Gods  fuperiour  and  alone. 
There  with  her  fnowy  hand  the  Queen  reftrains      940 
The  fier}'  fteeds,  and  thus  to  Jove  complains : 
O  Sire!  can  no  refentment  touch  thy  foul  ? 
Can  Mars  rebel,  and  does  no  thunder  roll  ? 
What  lawlefs  rage  on  yon  forbidden  plain. 
What  ralh  deftrudion  !  and  what  heroes  flain  !         94  j 
Venus,  and  Phoebus  with  the  dreadful  bow. 
Smile  on  the  flaughter,  and  enjoy  my  woe. 
Mad,  furious  power !  whofe  unrelenting  mind. 
No  God  can  govern,  and  no  jufticebind. 
Say,  mighty  father!  fhall  we  fcourge  his  pride,      9^0 
And  drive  from  fight  th'  impetuous  homicide  ? 

To  whom  affenting,  thus  the  Thunderer  faid : 
Go !  and  the  great  Minerva  be  thy  aid. 
To  tame  the  monfter-god  Minerva  knows. 
And  oft  afEifts  his  brutal  breall  with  woes,  9s ^ 

He 
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He  faid ;  Saturnia,  ardent  to  obey, 
Lalh'd  her  white  deeds  along  th'  aerial  way. 
Swift  down  the  fteep  of  heaven  the  chariot  rolls. 
Between  th'  expanded  earth  and  ftarry  poles. 
Far  as  a  fhepherd,  from  fome  point  on  high,  960 

O'er  the  wide  main  extends  hisboundlefs  eye; 
Through  fuch  a  fpace  of  air,  with  thundering  found. 
At  every  leap  th'  immortal  courfers  bound  : 
Troy  now  they  reach'd,  and  touch'd  thofe  banks  divine 
Where  filver  Simois  and  Scamander  join.  965 

Tliere  Juno  ftopp'd,  (and  her  fair  fteeds  unloos'd) 
Of  air  condens'd  a  vapour  circumfus'd  : 
i-  or  thefe,  impregnate  with  celcftial  dew 
On  Simois'  brink  ambrofial  herbage  grew. 
■Thence  to  relieve  the  fainting  Argive  throng,         970 
Smooth  as  the  fiiiling  doves,  they  glide  along. 

Thebeft  and  braveft  of  the  Grecian  baud 
(A  warlike  circle  J  round  Tydides  ftand : 
Such  was  their  look  as  lions  bath'd  in  blood. 
Or  foaming  boars,  the  terrour  of  the  wood.  97^ 

Heaven's  emprefs  mingles  with  the  mortal  crowd, 
Andfhouts,  in  Stentor's  founding  voice,  aloud: 
Stentor  the  ftrcng,  endued  with  brazen  lungs, 
Whofe  throat  furpafs'd  the  force  of  fifty  tongues. 

Inglorious  Argives !  to  your  race  a  Hiame,  980 

And  only  men  in  figure  and  in  name! 
Once  from  the  walls  your  timorous  foes  engag'd. 
While  fierce  in  war  divine  Achilles  rag'd  ; 
Now  iffuing  fearlefs  they  polTefs  the  plain, 
Now  win  the  Ihores,  and  fcarce  the  feas  remain.      9R9 
N  J.  Her 
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Herfpeech  new  fury  to  their  hearts  convey'd; 
"\^1iile  near  Tydides  ftocd  th'  Athenian  maid ; 
The  king  befide  his  panting  deeds  fhe  found, 
O'erfpent  with  toil,  repofing  on  the  ground  : 
To  cool  his  glowing  wound  he  fat  apart  990 

"tThe  wound  inflicled  by  the  Lycian  dart) ; 
Large  drops  of  fweat  from  all  his  limbs  defcend  ; 
Beneath  his  pondero'js  fhield  his  finews  bend, 
Whofe  ample  belt,  that  o'er  his  fnoulders  lav, 
Ke  eas'd,  and  v/afh"d  the  clotted  gore  a-A'ay,  gg^ 

T.ic  Goddefs  leaning  o'er  the  bending  yoke, 
Eeude  his  courfers,  thus  her  filence  broke : 

Degenerate  prince !  and  not  of  Tydeus'  kind, 
Whofe  little  body  lodg'd  a  mighty  mind  ; 
Foremoft  he  prefs'd  in  glorious  toils  to  (hare,  i  coo 

And  fcarce  refrain'd  when  I  forbade  the  war. 
Alone,  unguarded,  once  he  dar'd  to  go 
And  feaft,  encircled  by  the  Theban  foe; 
There  brav'd,  and  vanquifnd,  many  a  hardy  knight  ; 
Such  nen'es  I  gave  him,  and  fuch  force  in  fight,     i  ooj 
Thou  too  no  iel's  haft  been  my  conftant  care ; 
Thy  hands  I  arm'd,  and  fent  thee  forth  to  war  : 
But  thee  or  fear  deters,  or  floth  detains ; 
No  drop  of  all  thy  father  warms  thy  veins. 

The  chief  thus  anfwer'd  mild  ;     Immortal  maid  ! 
I  own  thy  prefence,  and  confefs  thy  aid. 
Not  fear,  thou  know'ft,  withholds  me  from  the  plains. 
Nor  floth  hath  feiz'd  me,  but  thy  word  reftrains  : 
From  warring  Gods  thou  bad'ft  me  turn  my  fpear. 
And  Venus  only  found  refiftance  here.  1015' 

Hence 
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Hence,  Goddefs!  heedful  of  thy  high  commands. 
Loth  I  gave  way,  and  warn'd  our  Argive  bands : 
For  Mars,  the  homicide,  thefe  eyes  beheld. 
With  flaughter  red,  and  raging  round  the  field. 

Then  thus  Minerva.     Brave  Tydides,  hear !       1020 
Not  Mars  himfelf,  nor  aught  immortal,  fear. 
Full  on  the  God  impel  thy  foaming  horfe : 
Pallas  commands,  and  Pallas  lends  thee  force. 
Rafh,  furious,  blind,  from  thefe  to  thofe  he  flies. 
And  every  fide  of  wavering  combat  tries ;  1025' 

Large  promife  makes,  and  breaks  the  promife  made ; 
Now  gives  the  Grecians,  now  the  Trojans  aid. 

She  faid,  and  to  the  fteeds  approaching  near. 
Drew  from  his  feat  the  martial  charioteer. 
The  vigorous  pov/er  the  trembling  car  afcends,      1030 
Fierce  for  revenge,  and  Diomed  attends. 
The  groaning  axle  bent  beneath  the  load ; 
So  great  a  Hero,  and  fo  great  a  God. 
She  fnatch'd  the  reins,  fhe  lalh'd  with  all  her  force. 
And  full  on  Mars  impell'd  the  foaming  horfe;       103^ 
But  firfl  to  hide  her  heavenly  vifage  fpread 
Black  Orcus'  helmet  o'er  her  radiant  head. 

Juft  then  gigantic  Periphas  lay  (lain, 
The  ftrongeft  warriour  of  th'  ^tollan  train  ; 
Tiie  God,  who  flew  him,  leaves  his  proftrate  prize 
Stretch'd  where  he  fell,  and  at  Tydides  flies. 
Now,  rufliing  fierce,  in  equal  arms  appear. 
The  daring  Greek ;  the  dreadful  God  of  war! 
Full  at  the  chief,  above  his  courfer's  head. 
From  Mars's  arm  th'  enormous  weapon  fled :         1045: 

Pallas 
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Pallas  oppos'd  her  hand,  and  caus'd  to  glance. 

Far  from  the  car,  the  ftrong  immortal  lance. 

Then  threw  the  force  of  Tydeus'  warlike  fon ; 

The  javelin  hifs'd  ;  the  Goddefs  urg'd  it  on  : 

Where  the  broad  cindlure  girt  his  armour  round,   lOjo 

It  pierc'd  the  God :   his  groin  receiv'd  the  wound. 

From  the  rent  flcin  the  warriour  tugs  again 

The  fmoaking  fteel.     Mars  bellows  with  the  pain : 

Loud  as  the  roar  encountering  armies  yield, 

VvTien  fhouting  millions  fhake  the  thundering  field. 

Both  armies  ftart,  and  trembling  gaze  around  ; 

And  earth  and  heaven  rebellow  to  the  found. 

As  vapours  blown  by  Auiler's  fultry  breath. 

Pregnant  wich  plagues,  and  fhedding  feeds  of  death. 

Beneath  the  rage  of  burning  Sirius  rife,  1060 

Choke  the  parch'd  earth,  and  blacken  all  the  Ikies ; 

In  fuch  a  cloud  the  God  from  combat  driven. 

High  o'er  the  dully  whirlwind  fcales  the  heaven. 

Wild  with  his  pain,  he  fought  the  bright  abodes. 

There  fullen  fate  beneath  the  Sire  of  Gods,  1065 

Show'd  thcceleftial  blood,  and  with  a  groan 

Thus  pour'd  his  plaints  before  th'  immortal  throne: 

Can  Jove,  fupine,  flagitious  fads  furvey, 
And  brook  the  furies  of  this  daring  day  ? 
For  mortal  men  c'eleftial  powers  engage,  1070 

And  Gods  ou  Gods  exert  eternal  rage. 
From  thee,  O  father !  all  thefe  ills  we  bear. 
And  thy  fell  daughter  with  the  fhield  and  fpear: 
Thou  gav'ft  that  fury  to  the  realms  of  light. 
Pernicious,  wild,  regarJlefs  of  the  right.  107J 

All 
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All  heaven  befide  reveres  thy  fovereign  fway. 
Thy  voice  we  hear,  and  thy  bchefts  obey : 
'Tis  hers  t'  offend,  and  ev'n  offending  (hare 
Thybreaft,  thy  counfels,  thy  diftinguifh'd  care  : 
So  boundlefs  fhe,  and  thou  fo  partial  grown,  1080 

Well  may  we  deem  the  wonderous  birth  thy  own. 
Now  frantic  Diomed,  at  her  command, 
Againft  th'  Immortals  lifts  his  raging  hand : 
The  heavenly  Venus  firft  his  fury  found. 
Me  next  encountering,  me  he  dar'd  to  v/ound  ;     1085: 
Vanquifh'd  I  fled:  ev'n  I  the  God  of  fight. 
From  mortal  rhadnefs  fcarce  was  fav'd  by  flight. 
Elfehad'ft  thou  feen  me  fink  on  yonder  plain, 
Heap'd  round,  and  heaving  under  loads  of  flain! 
Or,  pierc'd  with  Grecian  darts,  for  ages  lie,  1090 

Condemn'd  to  pain,  though  fated  not  to  die. 
Him  thus  upbraiding,  with  a  wrathful  look 
The  Lord  of  Thunders  view'd,  and  ftern  befpoke  : 
To  me,  perfidious!  this  lamenting  flrain  ? 
Of  lawlefs  force  fhall  lawlefs  Mars  complain  ?         1095" 
Of  all  the  Gods  who  tread  thefpangled  flcies. 
Thou  mofl  unjuff,  moft  odious  in  our  eyes! 
Inhuman  difcord  is  thy  dire  delight. 
The  wafle  of  flaughter,  and  the  rage  of  fight. 
No  bound,  no  law,  thy  fiery  temper  quells,  ijroo 

And  all  thy  mother  in  thy  foul  rebels. 
In  vain  our  threats,  in  vain  our  power  we  ufe; 
She  gives  th'  example,  and  her  fon  purfues. 
Yet  long  th'  inflifted  pangs  thou  fTialt  not  mourn. 
Sprung  fmcethou  art  from  Jove,  and  heavenly  born. 

ELfe 
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Elfe,    fing'd  with  lightning  had'll  thou    hence  been 

thrown. 
Where  chain'd  on  burning  rocks  the  Titans  groan. 

Thus  he  who  fhakes  Olympus  with  his  nod ; 
Then  gave  to  Pseon's  care  the  bleeding  God. 
With  gentle  hand  the  balm  he  pour'd  around,         1 1  lo 
And  heal'dth'  immortal  fiefh,  and  clos'd  the  wound. 
As  when  the  fig's  preft  juice,  infus'd  in  cream. 
To  curds  coagulates  the  liquid  ilream. 
Sudden  the  fluids  fix,  the  parts  combin'd; 
Such,  andfofoon,  th' astherial  texture  join'd.        m? 
Cleans'd  from  the  dull  and  gore,  fair  Hebe  dreft 
His  mighty  limbs  in  an  immortal  veil. 
Glorious  he  fate,  in  majefty  reftox'd, 
Faft  by  the  throne  of  heaven's  fuperiour  Lord. 
Juno  and  Pallas  mount  the  bled  abodes,  1120 

Their  talk  perform'd,  and  mix  among  the  Gods. 
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The  Epifodes  of  Glaucus  and  DIomed,  and  of  Heftor 

and  Andromache. 

THE  Gods  having  left  the  field,  the  Grecians  prevail. 
Helenus,  the  chief  augur  of  Troy,  commands  Hec- 
tor to  return  to  the  city,  in  order  to  appoint  a  folemn 
proceffion  of  the  queen  and  the  Trojan  matrons  to 
the  temple  of  Miner\  a,  to  entreat  her  to  remove  Di- 
omed  from  the  fight.  The  battle  relaxing  during 
the  abfence  of  Heftor,  Glaucus  and  Diomed  have 
an  interview  between  the  two  armies ;  where  coming 
to  the  knowledge  of  the  friendfhip  and  hofpitality 
paft  between  their  ancellors,  they  make  exchange 
of  their  arms.  Heftor,  having  performed  the  orders 
of  Helenus,  prevails  upon  Paristo  return  to  the  battle  ; 
and,  taking  a  tender  leave  of  his  wife  Andromache, 
haftens  again  to  the  field. 

The  fcene  is  firft  in  the  field  of  battle,  between 
the  river  Simois  and  Scamander,  and  then  changes 
to  Troy. 
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NO  W  Heaven  forfakes  the  fight ;    th'  immortals 
jield. 
To  human  force  and  human  fkill,  the  field  : 
Dark  fhowers  of  javelins  fly  from  foes  to  foes ; 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  tide  of  combat  flows ; 
While  Troy's  fam'd  *  ilreams,  that  bound  the  deathful 
plain,  5 

On  either  fide  run  purple  to  the  main. 

Great  Ajax  firfl  to  conquefl:  led  the  way. 
Broke  the  thick  ranks,  and  turn'd  the  doubtful  day. 
The  Thracian  Acamas  his  faulchion  found. 
And  hew'd  th'  enormous  giant  to  the  ground  ;  lo 

His  thundering  arm  a  deadly  ft;roke  impreft 
Where  the  black  horfe-hair  nodded  o'er  his  crefl: : 
Fix'd  in  his  front  the  brazen  weapon  lies. 
And  feals  in  endlefs  fhades  his  fwimming  eyes. 
Next  Teuthras'  fon  difl:ain'd  the  fands  with  blood,     15 
Axylus,  hofpitable,  rich,  and  good : 
In  fair  Arifbe's  walls  (his  native  place) 
He  held  his  feat ;  a  friend  to  human  race. 
Faft  by  the  road,  his  ever-open  door 
Oblig'd  the  wealthy,  and  reliev'd  the  poor.  20 

To 
*  Scamander  and  Simolis, 
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To  ftem  Tydides  now  he  fall  a  prey. 
No  friend  to  guard  him  in  the  dreadful  day ! 
Breathlefs  the  good  man  fell,  and  by  his  fide 
His  faithful  fervant,  old  Calefius,  dy'd. 

By  great  Euryalus  was  Drefus  flain,  25 

And  next  he  laid  Opheltius  on  the  plain. 
Two  twins  were  near,  bold,  beautiful,  and  young. 
From  a  fair  Naiad  and  Bucolion  fyrung: 
(Laomedon's  white  flocks  Bucolion  fed. 
That  monarch's  firil-born  by  a  foreign  bed ;  30 

In  fecret  woods  he  won  the  Naiad's  grace. 
And  two  fair  infants  crown'd  his  ftrong  embrace.) 
Here  dead  they  lay  in  all  their  youthful  charms ; 
The  ruthlefs  a  iclor  ftripp'd  their  fnining  arras. 

Aftyalus  by  Polypoetes  fell  3  ^ 

UlyiTes'  fpear  Pydytes  fent  to  he!I ; 
By  Teucer's  (liaft  brave  Aretaoa  bled. 
And  Neftor's  fon  laid  ftern  Ablerus  dead ; 
Great  Agamemnon,  leader  of  the  brave. 
The  mortal  wound  of  rich  Elatus  gave,  40 

Who  held  in  Pedafus  his  proud  abode. 
And  till'd  the  banks  where  filver  Satnio  flow'd. 
Melanthiusby  Eurypylu&was  flain; 
And  Phylacus  from  Leitus  flies  in  vain. 

Unbiefl:  Aftrallus  next  at  mercy  lies  45 

Beneath  the  Spartan  fpear,  a  living  prize. 
Scar'd  v.ith  the  din  and  tumult  of  the  fight. 
His  headlong  fteeds  precipitate  in  flight, 
Rufn'd  on  a  tamariik's  ftrong  trunk,  and  broke 
The  fhatter'd  chariot  from  the  crooked  yoke ;  50 

Wide 
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in 


Wide  o'er  the  field,  refiftlefs  as  the  wind. 

For  Troy  they  fly,  and  leave  their  lord  behind. 

Prone  on  his  face  he  finks  befide  the  wheel  : 

Atrides  o'pr  him  fliakes  his  vengeful  fteel ; 

The  fallen  chief  in  fuppliant  pofture  prefs'd  j-^ 

The  viftor's  knees,  and  thus  his  prayer  addrefs'd  : 

Oh,  fpare  my  youth  !  and  for  the  life  I  owe 
Large  gifts  of  price  my  father  fhall  bellow. 
When  fame  fhall  tell,  that,  not  in  battle  flain. 
Thy  hollow  fliips  his  captive  fon  detain  ;  60 

Rich  heaps  of  brafs  fliall  in  thy  tent  be  told. 
And  fteel  well  temper'd,  and  perfuafive  gold. 

He  faid  :  compaiiion  touch'd  the  hero's  heart; 
He  ftood,  fufpended,  with  the  lifted  dart : 
As  pity  pleaded  for  his  vanquifli'd  prize,  6, 

Stern  Agamemnon  fwift  to  vengeance  flics, 
And  furious  thus  :     Oh  impotent  of  mind  ! 
Shall  thefe,  fnall  thefe  Atrides'  mercy  find  ? 
Well  haft  thou  known  proud  Troy's  perfidious  land, 
And  well  her  natives  merit  at  thy  hand  !  -o 

Not  one  of  all  the  race,  nor  fex,  nor  age, 
Shall  fave  a  Trojan  from  our  boundlefs  rage  : 
Illon  fhall  perifn  whole,   and  bury  all; 
Her  babes,  her  infants  at  the  breaft,  fhall  fall. 
A  dreadful  lefTon  ofexampled  fate,  -j- 

To  warn  the  nations,  and  to  curb  the  great! 

The  monarch  fpoke  ;  the  words  with  warmth  addreft, 
To  rigid  juftice  fteel'd  his  brother's  breaft. 
Fierce  from  his  knees  the  haplefs  chief  he  thruft  ; 
The  monarch's  iavelin  ftretch'd  him  in  the  dull,        8d 

Vol.  XLVIII.  O  Then 
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Then  prefTing  with  his  foot  his  panting  heart. 
Forth  from  the  {lain  he  tugg'd  the  reeking  dart. 
Old  Neftor  favv,  and  rouz'd  the  vvarriours'  rage ! 
Thns,  heroes !  thus  the  A-igorous  combat  wage ! 
No  fon  of  Mars  defcend,  for  fervile  gains,  8  ^ 

To  touch  the  booty,  while  a  foe  remains. 
Behold  yon  glittering  hoft,  your  future  fpoil ! 
Firft  gain  the  conqueft,  then  reward  the  toil. 

And  now  had  Greece  eternal  fame  acquir'd. 
And  frighten'd  Troy  within  her  walls  retir'd;  90 

Had  not  fage  Helenus  her  ftate  redreft. 
Taught  by  the  Gods  that  mov'd  his  facred  breaft. 
Where  Heftor  ftood,  with  great  ^Eneas  join'd. 
The  feer  reveal'd  the  counfels  of  his  mind  : 

Ye  generous  chiefs!  on  whom  th'  immortals  lay     95 
The  cares  and  glories  of  this  doubtful  day ; 
On  whom  your  aids,  your  country's  hopes  depend; 
Wife  to  confult,  and  aftive  to  defend  ! 
Here,  at  our  gates,  your  brave  efforts  unite. 
Turn  back  the  routed,  and  forbid  the  flight ;  100 

Ere  yet  their  wives'  foft  arms  the  cowards  gain. 
The  fport  and  infult  of  the  hoftile  train. 
When  your  commands  have  hearten'd  every  band, 
Ourfelves,  here  fix'd,  will  make  the  dangerous  Hand  ; 
Preft  as  we  are,  and  fore  of  former  fight,  10  j 

Thefe  ftraits  demand  our  lall  remains  of  might. 
Meanwhile,  thou  Heclorto  the  town  retire. 
And  teach  our  mother  what  the  Gods  require: 
Direft  the  queen  to  lead  th'  affembled  train 
Of  Troy's  chief  matrons  to  Minerva's  fane ;  no 

Unbar 
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Unbar  the  facred  gates,  and  feek  the  power 

With  ofFer'd  vows,  in  Ilion's  topmoft  tower. 

The  largeft  mantle  her  rich  wardrobes  hold, 

Moft  priz'd  for  art,  and  labour 'd  o'er  with  gold. 

Before  the  Goddefs'  honour'd  knees  be  fpread ;  1 1  j 

And  twelve  young  heifers  to  her  altar  led  : 

If  fo  the  power,  aton'd  by  fervent  prayer. 

Our  wives,  our  infants,  and  our  city  fpare. 

And  far  avert  Tydides  wafteful  ire. 

That  mows  whole  troops,  and  makes  all  Troy  retire. 

Not  thus  Achilles  taught  our  hofts  to  dread. 

Sprung  though  he  was  from  more  than  mortal  bed  ; 

Not  thus  refiftlefs  rul'd  the  llream  of  fight. 

In  rage  unbounded,  and  unmatch'd  in  might. 

Heftor  obedient  heard ;  and  with  a  bound,  1 25 

Leap'd  from  his  trembling  chariot  to  the  ground ; 
Through  all  his  hoft,  infpiring  force,  he  flies. 
And  bids  the  thunder  of  the  battle  rife. 
With  rage  recruited  the  bold  Trojans  glow. 
And  turn  the  tide  of  conflift  on  the  foe:  130. 

Fierce  in  the  front  he  Iha'ces  two  dazling  fpears  : 
All  Greece  recedes,  and  'midft  her  triumphs  fears ; 
Some  God,  they  thought,  who  rul'd  the  fate  of  wars. 
Shot  doivn  avenging,  from  the  vault  of  ftjffs. 

Then  thus,  aloud:   Ye  dauntlels  Dardans,  hear!  15^ 
And  you  whom  diftant  nations  fend  to  war! 
Be  mindful  of  the  ilrength  your  fathers  bore; 
Be  ftill  yourfelves,  and  Heiftor  aflis  no  more. 
One  hour  demands  me  in  the  Trojan  wall, 
7'o  bid  our  altars  flame,  and  vidims  fall :  140 

O  2  "    Nor 


196  P  O  P  E  *  S    H  O  M  E  R. 

Nor  {hall,  1  truft,  the  matrons  holy  train 
And  reverend  elders,  feek  the  Gods  in  vain. 

This  faid,  with  ample  ftrides  the  hero  pad ; 
Tlie  fhield's  large  orb  behind  his  ihoulder  calt. 
His  neck  o'erihading,  to  his  ancle  hung ;  143; 

And  as  he  march'd,  the  brazen  buckler  rung. 

Now  paus'd  the  battle  (god-like  Heftor  gone) 
\Vhen  daring  Glaucus  and  great  Tydeus'  fon 
Between  both  armies  met :  the  chiefs  from  far 
Obferv'd  each  other,  and  had  raark'd  for  war.         1^0 
Near  as  they  drew,  Tydides  thus  began  : 

What  art  thou,  boldeft  of  the  race  of  man  ? 
Our  eyes,  till  now,  that  afpeft  ne'er  beheld. 
Where  fame  is  reap'd  amid  th'  embattled  field ; 
Yet  far  before  the  troops  thou  dar'ft  appear,  155 

And  meet  a  lance  the  fierceft  heroes  fear. 
Unhappy  they,  and  born  of  lucklefs  fires. 
Who  tempt  our  fury  when  Minerva  fires ! 
But  if  from  heaven,  celeftial,  thou  defcend  ; 
Know,  with  Immortals  we  no  more  contend.  j,6o 

Not  long  Lycurgus  view'd  the  golden  light. 
That  daring  man  who  mix'd  with  Gods  in  fight. 
Bacchus,  and  Bacchus'  votaries,  he  drove. 
With  brandifh'd  fteel  from  Nyfla's  facred  grove  : 
Their  confecrated  fpears  lay  fcatter'd  round,  165 

W'ith  curling  vines  and  twilled  ivy  bound ; 
While  Bacchus  headlong  fought  the  briny  flood. 
And  Thetis'  arm  receiv'd  the  trembling  God. 
Nor  fail'd  the  crime  th'  immortals'  wrath  to  move, 
(Th'  immortals  blefc  with  endlefs  eafe  above)  1 70 

Depfiv'd 

2 


I  L  I  A  P,    EookVL  197 

Depriv'd  of  fight  by  their  avenging  dooin, 
Chcarlefs  he  breath'd,  and  vvander'd  in  the  gloom  ; 
Then  funk  unpity'd  to  the  dire  nbodes, 
A  wretch  accurft,  and  hated  by  the  Gods ! 
I  brave  not  heaven  :  but  if  the  fruits  of  earth  17^ 

Suflain  thy  life,  and  human  be  thy  birth ; 
Bold  as  thou  art,  too  prodigal  of  breath. 
Approach,  and  enter  the  dark  gates  of  death. 

What,  or  from  whence  I  am,  or  who  my  fire, 
(Reply'd  the  chief)  can  Tydeus'  fon  enquire  ?  i  So 

Like  leaves  on  trees  the  race  of  man  is  found. 
Now  green  in  youth,  now  withering  on  the  ground  ;    ■ 
Another  race  the  following  fpring  funplies;  ' 

They  fall  fuccelTive,  and  fuccefTive  rife : 
So  generations  in  their  courfe  decay ;  iS^ 

So  flourifh  thefe,  when  thofe  are  paft  away. 
But  if  thou  fiill  perfift  to  fearch  my  birth. 
Then  hear  a  tale  that  fills  the  fpacious  earth. 

A  cityftands  on  Argos'  utmoft  bound, 
(Argos  the  fair,  for  warlike  fteeds  rcnov/n'd)  190 

^olian  Sifyphus,  with  wifdom  bleft. 
In  ancient  time  the  happy  walls  poffeft. 
Then  call'd  Ephyre :  Glaucus  was  his  fun  ; 
Great  Glaucus,  father  of  Bellerophon, 
Who  o'er  the  fons  of  men  in  beauty  fliin'd,  19^ 

Lov'd  for  that  valour  which  prefcrves  mankind. 
Then  mighty  Prastus  Argos'  lleptres  fvvay'd, 
Whofe  hard  command  Bellerophon  obe}'"d. 
With  direful  jealoufy  the  monarch  rag'd. 
And  the  brave  prince  in  numeroui  toils  engaged.        200 
O  3  t  ut 
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For  him  Antsca  burn'd  with  lawlefs  fiame. 

And  ftrove  to  tempt  him  from  the  paths  of  fame : 

In  vain  (he  tempted  the  relentlefs  youth. 

Endued  with  wifdom,  facredfear,  and  truth. 

Fir'd  at  his  fcorn  the  queen  to  Prsetus  fled,  20^ 

And  begg'd  revenge  for  her  infulted  bed  : 

Incens'd  he  heard,  refolvingon  his  fate; 

But  hofpitable  laws  reftratn'd  feis  hate ; 

To  Lycia  the  devoted  youth  he  fent. 

With  tablets  feal'd,  that  told  his  dire  intent.  210 

Now,  bleft  by  every  power  who  guards  the  good. 

The  chief  arriv'd  at  Xanthus'  filver  flood  : 

There  Lycia's  monarch  paid  him  honours  due. 

Nine  days  he  feafted,  and  nine  bulls  he  flew. 

But  when  the  tenth  bright  morning  orient  glow'd,  21^ 

The  faithful  youth  his  monarch's  mandate  fhew'd  ; 

The  fatal  tablets,  till  that  inftant  feal'd, 

The  deathful  fee  ret  to  the  king  reveal'd, 

Firft,  dire  Chimera's  conqueft  wasenjoin'd  : 

A  mingled  monfter,  of  no  mortal  kind  ;  220 

Behind  a  dragon's  fiery  tail  was  fpread; 

A  goat's  rough  body  bore  a  lion's  head  ; 

Her  pitchy  noftrils  flaky  flames  expire ; 

Her  gaping  throat  emits  infernal  fire. 

This  peft  he  flaughter'd  (for  he  read  the  fkies,       225 
And  trufted  Heaven's  informing  prodigies) 
Then  met  in  arms  the  Solymzean  crew, 
(Fierceft  of  men)  and  thofe  the  warriour  flew. 
iSlext  the  bold  Amazon's  whole  force  defy'd  ; 
And  conquer'd  ftill,  for  Heaven  was  oahis  fide.     230 

Nor 
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Nor  ended  here  his  toils :  his  Lycian  foes 
At  his  return,  a  treacherous  ambufh  rofe. 
With  leveird  fpears  along  the  winding  fhore  ; 
There  fell  they  breathlefs,  and  return'd  no  more. 

At  length  the  monarch  with  repentant  grief  235; 

Confefs"d  the  Gods,  and  God-defcended  chief; 
His  daughter  gave,  the  ftranger  to  detain. 
With  half  the  honours  of  his  ample  reign  : 
The  Lycians  grant  a  chofen  fpace  of  ground. 
With  woods,  with  vineyards,  and  with  harveds  crown'd. 
There  long  the  chief  his  happy  lot  poffefs'd. 
With  two  brave  fons  and  one  fair  daughter  blefs'd; 
(f'air  even  in  heavenly  feyes ;  her  fruitful  love 
Crown'd  with  Sarpedon's  birth  th'  embrace  of  jove) 
But  when  at  laft,  dillrafted  in  his  mind,  2^5; 

Forfook  by  heaven,  forfaking  human  kind. 
Wide  o'er  th'  Aleian  field  he  chofe  to  ftray. 
Along,  forlorn,  uncomfortable  way! 
Woes  heap'd  on  woes  confum'd  his  wafted  heart ; . 
His  beauteous  daughter  fell  by  Phccbe's  dart ;  zzo 

His  eldeft-born  by  raging  Mars  was  flain. 
In  combat  on  the  Solyraoean  plain. 
Hippolochus  furviv'd;  from  him  I  came. 
The  honour'd  author  of  my  birth  and  name  ; 
By  his  decree  I  fought  the  Trojan  town,  255 

By  his  inftruftions  learn  to  win  renown. 
To  Hand  the  firft  in  worth  as  in  command. 
To  add  new  honours  to  fny  native  land. 
Before  my  eyes  my  mighty  fires  to  place. 
And  emulate  the  glories  of  cur  rac^'.  260 

0+  He 
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He  fpoke,  and  tranfport  fill'd  Tvdides'  heart; 
In  earth  the  generous  warriour  fix'd  his  dart. 
Then  friendly,  thus,  the  Lycian  prince  addrcft  : 
Welcome,  my  brave  hereditary  gueft  ! 
Thus  ever  let  us  meet,  with  kind  embrace,  265 

Nor  ftain  the  facred  friendfhip  of  our  race. 
Know,  chief,  our  grandfires  have  been  guefts  of  old; 
Oeneus  the  ftrong,  Eellerophon  the  bold : 
Our  ancient  feat  his  honour'd  prefencegrac'd, 
X'^Tiere  twenty  days  in  genial  rites  he  pafs'd,  270 

The  parting  heroes  mutual  prefents  left ; 
A  golden  goblet  was  thy  grandfire's  gift ; 
Oeneus  a  belt  of  matchiefs  work  beftow'd. 
That  rich  with  Tyrian  dye  refulgent  glow'd. 

This  from  his  pledge  I  learn'd,  which  fafely  fcor'd  27^ 
Among  my  treafures,  ftill  adorns  my  board : 
(For  Tydeus  left  me  young,  when  Thebe's  wall 
l^eheld  the  fons  of  Greece  untimely  fall.) 
Mindful  of  this,  in  friendfhip  let  us  join;  "i 

If  Heaven  our  fteps  to  foreign  lands  incline,        280  r 
My  gueft  in  Argos  thou,  and  I  in  Lycia  thine.  J 

Enough  of  Trojans  to  this  lance  fhall  yield. 
In  the  full  harveft  of  yon  ample  iield. 
Enough  of  Greeks  fhall  die  thy  fpear  with  gore; 
But  thou  and  Diomedbe  foes  no  more.  2S5 

Now  change  we  arms,  and  prove  to  either  hoft. 
We  guard  the  friendfhip  of  the  line  we  boaft. 

Thus  having  faid,  the  gallant  chiefs  alight. 
Their  hands  they  join,  their  mutual  faith  they  plight; 
Brave  Glaucus  then  each  narrow  thought  refign'd,    290 
(love  warm'd  his  bofom  and  enlarg'd  his  mind :) 

For 
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For  Diomed's  brafs  arms,  of  mean  device. 
For  which  nine  oxen  paid,  (a  vulgar  price  ;) 
He  gave  his  own,  of  gold  divinely  wrought, 
A  hundred  beeves  the  fnining  purchafe  bought,        295" 

Meantime  the  guardian  of  the  Trojan  ftate. 
Great  Hedlor,  entered  at  the  Screan  gate. 
Beneath  the  beech-tree's  confecrated  fhades. 
The  Trojan  matrons  and  the  Trojan  maids 
Around  him  flock'd,  all  prefs'd  with  pious  care        300 
For  hufbands,  brothers,  fons,  engag'd  in  war. 
lie  bids  the  train  in  long  proceffion  go. 
And  feek  the  Gods  t'  avert  th'  impending  woe. 
And  now  to  Priam's  ftately  courts  he  came, 
Eais'd  on  arch'd  columns  of  ftupendous  frame;       305^ 
O'er  thefe  a  range  of  marble  ftrufture  runs. 
The  rich  pavilions  of  his  fifty  fons. 
In  fihy  chambers  lodg'd  :  and  rooms  of  ftate 
Oppos'd  to  thofe,  where  Priam's  daughters  fate  : 
Twelve  domes  for  them  and  their  lov'd  fpoufes  (hone. 
Of  equal  beauty,  and  of  polifli'd  ftone. 
Hither  great  Heftor  pafs'd,  nor  pafs'd  unfeen 
Of  royal  Hecuba,  his  mother  queen 
(With  her  Laodice,  whofe  beauteous  face 
Surpafs'd  the  nymphs  of  Troy's  illuftrious  race):     515 
Long  in  a  ftrift  embrace  fhe  held  her  fon. 
And  prefs'd  his  hand,  and  tender  thus  begun  ; 

O  Hedor !  fay,  what  great  occafion  calls 
My  fon  from  fight,  when  Greece  furrounds  our  walls  ? 
Com'ft  thou  to  fupplicate  th'  Almighty  Power,        320 
Wiih  lifted  hands  from  Ilion's  lofty  tower  i 

?tay. 
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Stay,  till  I  bring  the  cup  with  Bacchus  crown'd,        l 

In  Jove's  high  name,  to  fprinkle  on  the  ground,  r 

And  pay  due  vows  to  all  the  Gods  around. 

Then  with  a  plenteous  draught  refrefh  thy  foul,        325 

And  draw  new  fpirits  from  the  generous  bowl ; 

Spent  as  thou  art  with  long  laborious  fight. 

The  brave  defender  of  thy  country's  right. 

Far  hence  be  Bacchus'  gifts  (the  chief  rejoin'd  :)      1 
Inf.aming  wine,  pernicious  to  mankind,  33^  f 

Unnerves  the  limbs,  and  dulls  the  noble  mind.  J 

Let  chiefs  abftain,  and  fpare  the  facred  juice 
To  fprinkle  to  the  Gods,  its  better  ufe. 
By  m,e  that  holy  office  were  profan'd ; 
III  fits  it  me,  with  human  gore  diftain'd,  33^ 

To  the  pure  Ikies  thefe  horrid  hands  to  raife. 
Or  offer  Heaven's  great  Sire  polluted  praife. 
You  with  your  matrons,  go!  a  fpotlefs  train, 
Aena  burn  rich  odours  in  Minerva's  fane. 
The  largeft  mantle  your  full  wardrobes  hold,  340 

Moft  priz'd  for  art,  and  labour'd  o'er  with  gold. 
Before  the  Goddefs'  honour'd  knees  be  fpread. 
And  twtlve  young  heifers  to  her  altar  led. 
So  may  the  Power,  aton'd  by  fervent  prayer. 
Our  wives,  our  infants,  and  our  city  fpare,  345 

And  far  avert  Tydides'  waiteful  ire. 
Who  mows  whole  troops,  and  make  all  Troy  retire. 
Be  this,  O  mother,  your  religious  care ; 
I  go  to  rouze  foft  Paris  to  the  war ; 
If  yet,  not  lofl  to  all  the  fenfe  of  fhame,  350 

The  recreant  warriour  hear  the  voice  of  fame. 

Oh 
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Oh  would  kind  earth  the  hateful  wretch  embrace. 

That  peft  of  Troy,  that  ruin  of  our  race! 

Deep  to  the  dark,  abyfs  might  he  defcend, 

Troy  yet  fhould  flourifh,  and  my  forrows  end.        35  j^ 

This  heard,  fhe  gave  command;  and  fummon"d  came 
Each  noble  matron  and  illuftrious  dame. 
The  Phrygian  queen  to  her  rich  wardrobe  went. 
Where  treafur'd  odours  breath'd  a  coftly  fcent. 
There  lay  the  veftures  of  no  vulgar  art,  360 

Sidonian  maids  embroider'd  every  part. 
Whom  from  foft  Sidon  youthful  Paris  bore. 
With  Helen  touching  on  the  Tyrian  fhore. 
Here  as  the  queen  revolv'd  with  careful  eyes 
The  various  textures  and  the  various  dyes,  365 

She  chofe  a  veil  that  fhone  faperiour  far. 
And  glow'd  refulgent  as  the  morning  ftar. 
Herfelf  with  this  the  long  procefllon  leads ; 
The  train  m.ajeftically  flow  proceeds. 
Soon  as  to  Ilion's  topmoft  tower  they  come,  370 

And  awful  reach  the  high  Palladian  dome, 
Antenoi's  confort,  fair  Theano,   waits 
As  Pallas'  prieftefs,  and  unbars  the  gates. 
With  hands  uplifted  and  imploring  eyes. 
They  fill  the  dome  with  fupplicating  cries.  ^l S 

The  prieftefs  then  the  fhining  veil  difplays, 
Plac'd  on  Minerva's  knees,  and  thus  fhe  prays: 

Oh  awful  Goddefs !  ever-dreadful  maid, 
Troy's  ftrong  defence,  unconquer'd  Pallas,  aid ! 
Pjreak  thou  Tydides  fpear,  and  let  him  fall  380 

Frone  on  the  dull  before  the  Trojan  wall. 

So 
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So  tivelve  young  heifers,  guiltlefs  of  the  yoke. 

Shall  fill  thy  temple  with  a  grateful  fraoke. 

But  thou,  aton'd  hy  penitence  and  prayer, 

Ourrelves^  our  infants,  and  our  city  fpare!  38^ 

So  piay'd  the  prieftefs  in  her  holy  fane; 

So  vov/'d  the  matrons,  but  they  v'ow'd  in  vain. 

While  thefe  appear  before  the  Power  with  prayers. 
Hector  to  Paris'  lofty  dome  repairs. 
Himfelf  the  manfion  rais'd,  from  everj^-  part  390 

Affembling  architefts  of  matchlefs  art. 
Near  Priam's  court  and  HeAor's  palace  ftands 
The  pompous  ftruftu  re,  and  the  town  commands. 
A  fpear  the  hero  bore  of  wondrous  ftrength. 
Of  full  ten  cubits  vv  as  the  lance's  length,  39^ 

The  fteely  point  with  golden  ringlets  join'd. 
Before  him  brandifh'd,  at  each  motion  fhin'd. 
Thus  entering,  in  the  glittering  rooms  he  found 
Kis  brother-chief,  whofe  ufeleis  arms  lay  round. 
His  eyes  delighting  with  the  fplendid  fhow,  400 

Bi-fghtening  the  fliield,  and  polifhing  the  bow. 
Befide  him  Helen  with  her  virgins  Hands, 
Guides  their  rich  labours,  and  inftruds  their  hands. 

Him  thus  una(5live,  with  an  ardent  look 
The  prince  beheld,  and  high  refenting  fpoke.  40^ 

Thy  hate  to  Troy,  is  this  the  time  to  fnow  ? 
(Ohv/retch  ill-fated,  and  thy  country's  foe!) 
Paris  and  Greece  againft  us,  both  confpire; 
Thy  clofe  refentment,  and  their  vengeful  ire. 
For  thee  great  Ilion's  guardian  heroes  fall,  410 

Till  heaps  of  dead  alone  defend  her  wall  j 

For 
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For  thee  the  foldier  bleeds,  the  matron  mourns. 

And  wafteful  war  in  all  its  fury  burns. 

Ungrateful  man  !  deferves  not  this  thy  care, 

Our  troops  to  hearten,  and  our  toils  to  (hare  ?  415 

Rife,  or  behold  the  conquering  flames  afcend. 
And  all  the  Phrygian  glories  at  an  end. 

Brother,  'tis  juft  (reply 'd  the  beauteous  youth) 
Thy  free  remonftrance  proves  thy  worth  and  truth  : 
Yet  charge  my  abfence  lefs,  oh  generous  chief!       42© 
On  hate  to  Troy,  than  confcious  fhame  and  grief: 
Here,  hid  from  human  eyes,  thy  brother  fate. 
And  mourn'd  in  fecret,  his  and  Ilion's  fate. 
'Tis  now  enough  :  now  glory  fp reads  her  charms. 
And  beauteous  Helen  calls  her  chief  to  arms.  425 

Conqueft  to-day  my  happier  fword  m.ay  blefs, 
"Tis  man's  to  fight,  but  Heaven's  to  give  fuccefs. 
But  while  I  arm,  contain  thy  ardent  mind  ; 
Or  go,  and  Paris  fhall  not  lag  behind. 

He  faid,  nor  anfwer'd  Priam's  warlike  fon;         430 
When  Helen  thus  with  lowly  grace  begun  : 

Oh  generous  brother !  if  the  guilty  dame. 
That  caus'd  thefe  woes,  deferves  a  filler's  name  ! 
Would  Heaven,  ere  all  thefe  dreadful  deeds  were  done. 
The  day  that  fhow'd  me  to  the  golden  fun,  43  j; 

Had  fecn  my  death !     Why  did  not  whirlwinds  bear 
The  fatal  infant  to  the  fowls  of  air  ? 
Why  funk  I  not  beneath  the  whelming  tide. 
And  'midft  the  roarings  of  the  waters  died  ? 
Heaven  fiU'd  up  all  my  ills,  and  I  accurft  440 

Bore  all,  and  Paris  of  thofe  ills  the  worft, 
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Helen  at  leaft  a  braver  fpoufe  might  claim, 
Warm'd  with  fome  virtue,  fome  regard  of  fame  ? 
Now,  tir'd  with  toils,  thy  fainting  limbs  recline. 
With  toils,  fuflain'd  for  Paris'  liike  and  mine  :        445 
The  Gods  havelink'd  our  miferable  doom, 
Ourprefent woe,  and  infamy  to  come: 
Wide  fhall  it  fpread,  and  laft  through  ages  long. 
Example  fad !  and  theme  of  future  fong. 

The  chief  reply  "d  :    This  time  forbids  to  reft  :       450 
The  Trojan  bands,  by  hoftile  fury  preft. 
Demand  their  Heclor,  and  his  arm  require  ; 
The  combat  urges,  and  my  foul 's  on  fire. 
Urge  thou  thy  knight  to  march  where  glory  calls. 
And  timely  join  me,  ere  I  leave  the  walls.  45  j 

Ere  yet  I  mingle  in  the  direful  fray. 
My  wife,  my  infant,  claim  a  moment's  ftay ; 
This  day  (perhaps  the  laft  that  fees  me  here) 
Demands  a  parting  word,  a  tender  tear  : 
This  day,  fome  God  who  hates  our  Trojan  land    460 
May  vanquiili  Hedor  by  a  Grecian  hand. 

He  faid,  and  pafs'd  with  fad  prefaging  heart 
To  feek  his  fpoufe,  his  foul's  far  dearer  part ; 
At  home  he  fought  her,  but  he  fought  in  vain  : 
She,  with  one  maid  of  all  her  menial  train,  46^ 

Had  thence  retir'd;  and  with  her  fecond  joy. 
The  young  Aftyanax,  the  hope  of  Troy, 
Penfive  fhe  ftood  on  Ilion's  towery  height. 
Beheld  the  war,  and  ficken'd  at  the  fight ; 
There  her  fad  eyes  in  vain  her  lord  explore,  470 

Or  weep  the  wounds  her  bleeding  country  bore. 
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Eut  he  who  found  not  whom  his  foul  defir'd, 
Whofe  virtue  charm'd  him  as  her  beauty  fir'd. 
Stood  in  the  gates,  and  afk'd  what  way  fhe  bent 
Her  parting  ftep  ?  If  to  the  fane  fhe  went,  ^-j^ 

Where  late  the  mourning  matrons  made  refort; 
Or  fought  her  fifters  in  the  Trojan  court  ? 
Not  to  the  court,  (replyd  th'  attendn.nt  train) 
Nor  mix'd  with  matrons  to  Minerva's  fane : 
To  Ilion's  fteepy  tower  Ihe  bent  her  way,  480 

To  mark  the  fortunes  of  the  doubtful  day. 
Troy  fled,  fhe  heard,  before  the  Grecian  Avord  ; 
She  heard,  and  trembled  for  her  abfcnt  lord : 
Diftrafted  with  furprize,  fhe  feem'd  to  fly. 
Fear  on  her  cheek,  and  for  row  in  her  eye.  485; 

The  nurfe  attended  with  her  infant  boy. 
The  young  Afl:yanax,  the  hope  of  Troy. 

Heftor,  this  heard,  return'd  without  delay ; 
Swift  through  the  town  he  trod  his  former  way. 
Through  ftreets  of  palaces,  and  walks  of  fl:ate  ;         490 
And  met  the  mourner  at  the  Scsean  gate. 
With  hafte  to  meet  him  fprung  the  joyful  fair, 
Hisblamelefs  wife.  Action's  wealthy  heir; 
(Cilician  Thebe  great  Action  fway'd. 
And  Hippoplacus'  wide-extended  fliade)  495 

The  nurfe  flood  near,  in  whofe  embraces  prefl 
His  only  hope  hung  fmiling  at  her  breafl. 
Whom  each  foft  charm  and  early  grace  adorn. 
Fair  as  the  new-born  ftar  that  gilds  the  morn. 
To  this  lov'd  infant  Hedor  gave  the  name  5-00 

Scamandrius,  from  Scamandcr's  hon-our'd  ilream  ; 

AHvanax 
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Aftyanax  flie  Trojans  call'd  the  boy. 

From  his  great  father,  the  defence  of  Troy. 

Silent  the  watriour  frail'd,  and  pleas'd  relign'd 

To  tender  pafiions  all  his  mighty  mind  :  50J 

His  beauteous  princefs  caft  a  mournful  look. 

Hung  on  his  hand,  and  then  dejefted  fpoke ; 

Her  bofom  labour'd  with  a  boding  figh. 

And  the  big  tear  ftood  trembling  in  her  eye. 

'■  Too  daring  prince !  ah,  whither  doft  thou  run  ?   510 
Ah,  too  forgetful  of  thy  wife  and  fon  ! 
And  think 'ft  thou  not  how  wretched  we  fliall  be, 
A  widow  I,  an  helplefs  orphan  he ! 
For  fure  fuch  courage  length  of  life  denies; 
And  thou  muit  fall,  thy  virtue's  facrifice.  515 

Greece  in  her  fingle  heroes  ftrove  in  vain ; 
Now  hofts  cppofe  thee,  and  thou  muft  be  llain  ! 
Oh  grant  me,  Gods !  ere  Heclor  meets  his  doom. 
All  I  can  a(k  of  Heaven,  an  early  tomb  ! 
So  fliall  my  days  in  one  fad  tenour  run,  ^20 

And  end  with  forrows  as  they  firft  begun. 
No  parent  now  remains  my  griefs  to  (hare. 
No  father's  aid,  no  mother's  tender  care. 
The  fierce  Achilles  wrapt  oar  wails  in  fire ! 
Laid  Thebe  wafte,  and  flew  my  warlike  fire !  52^ 

His  fate  compaiTion  in  the  victor  bred  ; 
Stern  as  he  was,  he  yet  rever'd  the  dead  ; 
His  radiant  arms  preferv'd  from  hollile  fpoil. 
And  laid  him  decent  on  the  funeral  pile ; 
Then  rais'd  a  mountain  where  his  boties  were  burn'd  : 
The  mountain  nymphs  the  rural  tomb  adorn'd, 

love's 
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Jove's  fylvan  daughters  bade  their  elms  beftow 
'A  barren  fhade,  and  in  his  honour  grow. 

By  the  fame  arm  my  feven  brave  brothers  fell ; 
In  one  fad  day  beheld  the  gates  of  hell :  535 

While  the  fat  herds  and  fnovvy  flocks  they  fed  ; 
Amid  their  fields  the  haplefs  heroes  bled  1 
My  mother  liv'd  to  bear  the  vidtor's  bands. 
The  queen  of  Hyppoplacia's  fylvan  lands : 
Redeem'd  too  late,  Ihe  fcarce  beheld  again  54O 

Her  pleafmg  empire  and  her  native  plain. 
When,  ah !  oppreil  by  life-confuming  woe. 
She  fell  a  viftim  to  Diana's  bow. 

Yet,  while  my  Heftor  ftill  furvives,  I  fee 
My  father,  mother,  brethren,  all,  in  thee :  5.4-^ 

Alas !  my  parents,  brothers,  kindred,  all 
Once  more  will  perifh,  if  my  Heftor  fall. 
Thy  wife,  thy  infant,  in  thy  danger  (hare  : 
Oh  prove  a  huftand's  and  a  father's  care  ! 
That  quarter  moft  the  fkilful  Greeks  annoy,  5  ro 

Where  yon  wild  ng-trees  join  the  wall  of  Troy : 
Thou  from  this  tower  defend  th'  important  poll; 
There  Agamemnon  points  his  dreadful  hoft. 
That  pafs  Tydides,  Ajax,  drive  to  gain. 
And  there  the  vengeful  Spartan  fires  his  train,         5  j-^ 
Thrice  our  bold  foes  the  fierce  attack  have  given. 
Or  led  by  hopes,  or  diftated  from  Heaven. 
Let  others  in  the  field  their  arms  employ. 
But  flay  my  Heftor  here,  and  guard  his  Troy. 

The  chief  reply 'd :  That  poil  fhall  be  my  care,     560 
Not  that  alone,  but  all  the  works  of  war. 
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How  would  the  fons  of  Troy,  in  arms  renown'd. 
And  Troy''s  proud  dames,  whofe  garments  fvveep  tho 

ground. 
Attaint  the  luftre  of  my  former  name. 
Should  Heftor  bafely  quit  the  field  of  fame  ?  561; 

My  early  youth  was  bred  to  martial  pains. 
My  foul  impels  me  to  th'  embattled  plains  ; 
Let  me  be  foremoft  to  defend  the  throne. 
And  guard  my  father'^  glories,  and  my  own. 

Yet  come  it  will,  tlic  day  decreed  by  fates :        570 
(How  my  heart  tremblee  while  my  tongue  relates ! ) 
The  day  when  thou,  imperial  Troy  !  muft  bend. 
And  fee  thy  warriours  fall,  thy  glories  end. 
And  yet  no  dire  prefage  fo  wounds  my  mind. 
My  mother's  death,  the  ruin  of  my  kind,  enr 

Not  Priam's  hoary  hairs  defil'd  with  gore. 
Not  all  my  brothers  gafping  on  the  fhore ; 
As  thine,  Andromache  1  thy  griefs  I  dread ; 
I  fee  thee  trembling,  weeping,  captive  led! 
In  Argive  looms  our  battles  to  defign,  580 

And  woes,  of  which  fo  large  a  part  was  thine ! 
To  bear  the  viftor's  hard  commands,  or  bring 
The  weight  of  waters  from  Hyperia's  fpring. 
There,  while  you  groan  beneath  the  load  of  life. 
They  cry.  Behold  the  mighty  Heftor's  wife!  58^ 

Some  haughty  Greek,  who  lives  thy  tears  to  fee. 
Embitters  all  thy  woes,  by  naming  me. 
The  thoughts  of  glory  pail,  and  prefent  fhame, 
A  thoufand  griefs  (hall  waken  at  the  name ! 
May  I  lie  cold  before  that  dreadful  day,  ■  590 

i*refs'd  with  a  load  of  monumental  clay ! 

Thy 


ILIAD,    Book  VI.  zir 

TTiy  Heeler,  wrapt  in  everlafting  fleep. 
Shall  neither  hear  thee  ngh,  nor  fee  thee  weep. 

Thus  having  fpoke,  th'  illuftrious  chief  of  Troy 
Stretch'd  his  fond  arms  to  clafp  the  lovely  bov,        595 
The  babe  clung  crying  to  his  nurfe's  breaft, 
Scar'd  at  the  dazzling  helm,  and  nodding  creft. 
With  fecret  pleafure  each  fond  parent  fmil'd. 
And  Heflor  hafted  to  relieve  his  child. 
The  glittering  terrours  from  his  brows  unbound,      600 
And  plac'd  the  beaming  helmet  on  the  ground, 
Thenkifs'd  the  child,  and,  lifting  high  in  air. 
Thus  to  the  God's  preferr'd  a  father's  prayer  : 

O  thou !  whofe  glory  fills  th'  a3thereal  throne. 
And  all  ye  deathlefs  powers !  proteft  my  fon !  605 

Grant  him,  like  me,  to  purchafejuft  renown. 
To  guard  the  Trojans,  to  defend  tlic  crown, 
Againft  his  country's  foes  the  war  to  wage. 
And  rife  the  Heftor  of  the  future  age  ! 
So  when,  triumphant  from  fuccefsful  toih  610 

Of  heroes  flain,  he  bears  the  reeking  fpoils. 
Whole  hofts  may  hail  him  with  deferv 'd  acclaim. 
And  fay,  this  chief  tranfcends  liis  father's  fame  : 
While,  pleas'd,  amidft  the  general  fhouts  of  Troy, 
His  mother's  confcious  heart  o'erflows  with  joy.      615 

He  fpoke,  and,  fondly  gazing  on  her  charms, 
Reftor'd  the  pleafmg  burthen  to  her  arms ; 
Soft  on  her  fragrant  breaft  the  babe  fhe  laid, 
Hufh'd  to  repofe,  and  with  a  fmilefurvey'd. 
The  troubled  pleafure  foon  chaftis'd  by  fear,  620 

She  mingled  with  a  fmile  a  tender  tear. 
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The  fofrcn'd  chief  with  kind  compaffion  view'd. 
And  dry^d  the  falling  drops,  and  thus  purfued  : 

Andromache!  my  foal's  far  better  part. 
Why  with  untimely  forrows  heaves  thy  heart  ?         625 
No  hoftile  hand  can  antedate  my  doom. 
Till  fate  condemns  me  to  the  filent  tomb. 
Fix'd  is  the  term  to  all  the  race  of  earth ; 
And  fuch  the  hard  condition  of  our  birth. 
No  force  can  then  refift,  no  flight  can  fave ;  630 

All  fink  alike,  the  fearful  and  the  brave. 
No  more — ^but  hafien  to  thy  talks  art  home. 
There  guide  the  fpindle,  and  direft  the  loom  ; 
Me  glory  fummons  to  the  martial  fcene. 
The  field  of  combat  is  the  fphere  for  men.  655 

Where  heroes  war,  the  foremoft  place  I  claim. 
The  firft  in  danger,  as  the  firft  in  fame. 

Thus  having  faid,  the  glorious  chief  refumes 
His  towery  helmet,  black  with  fhading  plumes. 
His  princefs  parts  with  a  prophetic  figh,  640 

Unwilling  parts,  and  oft  reverts  her  eye. 
That  ftream'd  at  every  look  :  then,  moving  flow. 
Sought  her  mvn  palace,  and  induig'd  her  v.'oe. 
There,  v/hile  her  tears  deplor'd  the  god-like  man. 
Through  all  her  train  the  foft  infeclion  ran,  645 

The  pious  maids  their  mingled  forrows  fhed. 
And  mourn  the  living  Heclor,  as  the  dead. 
•  Bat  now,  no  longer  deaf  to  honour's  call. 
Forth  iffues  Paris  from  the  palace  wall. 
In  '•'razfn  arms  that  caft:  a  gleamy  ray,  650 

._^h  the  tawn  tlis  warriour  bends  his  way. 
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'riie  wanton  courfer  thus,  with  reins  unbound. 
Breaks  from  his  ftall,  and  beats  the  trembling  ground; 
Pamper'd  and  prouei,  he  feeks  the  wonted  tides. 
And  laves,  inheight  of  blood,  his  fhining  fides ;      6^^ 
His  head  now  freed,  he  toffes  to  the  flcies ; 
His  mane  difiieveird  o'er  his  fhoulders  flies ; 
He  fnuffs  the  females  in  the  diftant  plain. 
And  fprings,  exulting,  to  his  fields  again. 
With  equal  triumph,  fprightly,  bold,  and  gay,       660 
In  arms  refulgent  as  the  God  of  day. 
The  fon  of  Priam,  glorying  in  his  might, 
Rufb'd  forth  with  Hedor  to  the  fields  of  fight. 
And  now,  the  warriours  paffing  en  the  way. 
The  graceful  Paris  firft  excas'd  his  ftay.  66^ 

To  whom  the  noble  iieftor  thus  reply 'd  : 
O  chief!  in  blood,  and  now  in  arms,  ally'd ! 
Thy  power  in  war  with  juftice  none  contefl: ; 
Known  is  thy  courage,  and  thy  ftrength  confeft. 
What  pity  floth  fhould  feize  a  foul  fo  brave,  670 

Or  god-like  Paris  live  a  woman's  flave! 
My  heart  weeps  blood  at  what  the  Trojans  fay. 
And  hopes,  thy  deeds  fnall  wipe  the  flain  away, 
Hafte  then,  in  all  their  glorious  labours  lliare  ; 
For  much  they  fufFer,  for  thy  fake  in  war.  675 

Thefe  ills  fhall  ceafe,  whene'er  by  Jove's  decree 
We  crown  the  bowl  to  Heaven  and  Liberty  : 
While  the  proud  foe  his  fruftate  triumphs  mourns. 
And  Greece  indignant  through  her  fcas  returns, 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  fingle  Combat  of  Heftor  and  Ajax. 

THE  battle  renewing  with  double  ardour  upon  the  re- 
turn of  Heftor,  Miner\'a  is  under  apprehenfions  for 
the  Greeks.  Apollo,  feeing  her  defcend  from  Olym- 
pus, joins  her  near  the  Scasan  gate,  they  agree  to  put 
off  the  general  engagement  for  that  day,  and  incite 
Heftor  to  challenge  the  Greeks  to  a  fingle  combat. 
Nine  of  the  princes  accepting  the  challenge,  the  lot 
is  caft,  and  falls  upon  Ajax.  Thefe  heroes,  after 
feveral  attacks,  are  parted  by  the  night,  *  The  Tro- 
jans calling  a  council,  Antenor  propofes  the  delivery 

•  of  Helen  to  the  Greeks,  to  which  Paris  will  not  con- 
fent,  but  offers  to  reftore  them  her  riches.  Priam 
fends  a  herald  to  make  this  offer,  and  to  demand  a 
truce  for  burning  the  dead;  the  laft  of  which  only 
is  agreed  to  by  Agamemnon.  When  the  funerals 
are  performed,  the  Greeks,  purfuant  to  the  advice 
of  Neftor,  erc(fl  a  fortification  to  proted  their  fleet 
and  camp,  flanked  with  towers,  and  defended  by  a 
ditch  and  palifades.  Neptune  teftifies  his  jealoufy  at 
this  work,  but  is  pacified  by  a  promife  from  Jupiter. 
Both  armies  pafs  the  night  in  feafting,  but  Jupiter 
<lif}ieartens  the  Trojans  with  thunder  and  other  figns 
®fhis  wrath. 

The  three  and  twentieth  day  ends  with  the  duel  of 
Heftor  and  Ajax  :  the  next  day  the  truce  is  agreed: 
another  is  taken  up  in  the  funeral  rites  of  the  flain; 
and  one  more  in  building  the  fortification  before  the 
-fhips.  So  that  fomewha'  above  three  days  is  employed 
in  this  book.     The  fcene  iies  wholly  in  the  field. 
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So  fpoke  the  guardian  of  the  Trojan  ftate. 
Then  rufli'd  impetuous  through  the  Screan  gate. 
Him  Paris  follovv'd  to  the  dire  alarms; 
Both  breathing  flaughter,  both  refolv'd  in  arms. 
As  when  to  failors  labouring  through  the  main,  ^ 

That  long  had  heax'd  the  weary  oar  in  vain, 
Jove  bids  at  length  th'  expefted  gales  arife. 
The  gales  blow  grateful,  and  the  veiTcl  flies  : 
So  welcome  thefe  to  Troy's  defiring  train ; 
The  bands  are  chear'd,  the  war  awakes  again.       •    jo 

Bold  Paris  firft  the  work  of  death  begun 
On  great  Meneftheus,  Areithous'  fon  : 
Sprung  from  the  fair  Philomeda"s  embrace. 
The  pleafing  Arne  was  his  native  place. 
Then  funk  Eioneus  to  the  fhades  below,  i  r 

Beneath  his  fleely  cafque  he  felt  the  blow. 
Full  on  his  neck,  from  Heftor's  weighty  hand; 
And  roird,  with  limbs  relax'd,  along  the  land. 
By  Glaucus'  fpear  the  bold  Iphinous  bleeds, 
F£x'd  in  the  fhculder  as  he  mounts  his  fteeds ;  20 

Headlong  he  tumbles  :  his  fhick  nerves  unbound. 
Drop  the  cold  ufelefs  members  on  the  ground. 
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WTien  now  Minerva  faw  her  Argives  llain. 
From  vaft  Olympus  to  the  gleaming  plain 
Fierce  Ihe  defcends  :  Apollo  mark'd  her  flight,         2^ 
Nor  (hot  lefs  fwift  from  Ilion's  towery  height; 
Radiant  they  met,  beneath  the  beechen  (hade  ; 
When  thus  Apollo  to  the  blue-ey'd  Maid  : 

\Miat  caufe,  O  Daughter  of  almighty  Jove  I 
Thus  wings  thy  progrefs  from  the  realms  above  ?       jor 
Once  more  impetuous  doft  thou  bend  thy  way. 
To  give  to  Greece  the  long-divided  day  ? 
Too  much  has  Troy  already  felt  thy  hate. 
Now  breathe  thy  rage,  and  hufh  the  ftern  debate  : 
This  day,  the  bufmefs  of  the  field  fufpend  ;  3^ 

War  foon  fhall  kindle,  and  great  Ilion  bend ; 
Since  vengeful  Goddefles  confederate  join 
To  raife  her  walls,  though  built  by  hands  divine. 

To  whom  the  Progeny  of  Jove  replies : 
I  left,  for  this,  the  council  of  the  Ikies:  4.0 

But  who  fliall  bid  confli<EUng  hofts  forbear. 
What  art  fhall  calm  the  furious  fons  of  war  ? 
To  her  the  God :  Great  Hed:or's  foul  incite 
To  dare  the  boldeft  Greek  to  fingle  fight. 
Till  Greece,  provok'd,  from  all  her  numbers  fhow   4^ 
A  warriour  worthy  to  be  Heftor's  foe. 

At  this  agreed,  the  heavenly  powers  withdrew  ; 
Sage  Helenus  their  fecret  counfels  knew : 
Heftor,  infpir'd,  he  fought :  fo  him  addreft. 
Thus  told  the  dictates  of  his  facred  breaft  :  ^q 

O  fon  of  Priam !  let  thy  faithful  ear 
Receive  my  words j  thy  friend  and  brother  hear! 

Go 
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Go  forth  perfuafive,  and  a  while  engage 

The  warring  nations  To  fufpend  their  rage  j 

Then  dare  the  boldeft  of  the  hoftile  train  5j; 

To  mortal  combat  on  the  lifted  plain. 

For  not  this  day  Hiall  end  thy  glorious  date. 

The  Gods  have  fpoke  it,  and  their  voice  is  fate. 

He  faid  :  the  warriour  heard  the  word  with  joy ; 

Then  with  his  fpear  reftrain'd  the  youth  of  Troy,    60 

Held  by  the  midft  athwart.     On  either  hand 

The  fquadrons  part;  th'  expefting  Trojans  ftand  : 

Great  Agamemnon  bids  the  Greeks  forbear; 

They  breathe,  and  hufh  the  tumult  of  the  war. 

Th*  Athenian  Maid  and  glorious  God  of  day  65 

With  filent  joy  the  fettling  hofts  furvey  : 

In  form  of  vultures,  on  the  beech's  height 

They  fit  conceal'd,  and  wait  the  future  fight. 

The  thronging  troops  obfcure  the  dufky  fields. 
Horrid  with  briftling  fpears,  and  gleaming  fhields.    70 
As  when  a  general  darknefs  veils  the  main, 
(Soft  Zephyr  curling  the  wide  watery  plain) 
The  waves  fcarce  heave,  the  face  of  Ocean  lleeps. 
And  a  ftill  horrour  faddens  all  the  deeps : 
Thus  in  thick  orders  fettling  wide  around,  75 

At  length  compos'd  they  fit,  and  (hake  the  ground. 
Great  Hedor  firft  amidft  both  armies  broke 
The  folemn  filence,  and  their  powers  befpoke : 

Hear,  all  ye  Trojans,  all  ye  Grecian  bands. 
What  my  foul  prompts,  and  what  fomeGod  commands:  80 
Great  Jove,  averfe  our  warfare  to  compofe, 
O'erwhelms  the  nations  with  new  toils  and  woes  j 

War 
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War  with  a  fiercer  tide  once  more  returns. 

Till  Ilion  falls,  or  till  yon  navr  burns. 

You  then,  O  princes  of  the  Greeks !  appear  ;  85 

'Tis  Hector  fpeaks,  and  calls  the  Gods  to  hear  : 

From  all  your  troops  feleft  the  boldefl:  knight. 

And  him,  the  boldeft.  Hector  dares  to  fight. 

Here  if  I  fall,  by  chance  of  battle  llain. 

Be  his  my  fpoil,  and  his  thefe  arms  remain^-  90 

But  let  my  body,  to  my  friends  return'd. 

By  Trojan  hands  and  Trojan  flames  be  burn'd. 

And  if  Apollo,  in  whofe  aid  I  truft, 

Shall  ftretch  your  daring  champion  in  the  duft  : 

If  mine  the  glory  to  defpoil  the  foe^  95 

O^n  Phoebus'  temple  I'll  his  arms  beftow ; 

The  breathlefs  carcafe  to  your  na\-y  fent, 

Greece  on  the  fliore  fhall  raife  a  monument ; 

Which  when  fome  future  mariner  furveys, 

Wafh'd  by  broad  Hellefpont's  refounding  feas,  100 

Thus  Ihall  he  fay,  "  A  valiant  Greek  lies  there, 

•'  By  Heclor  flain,  the  might)^  man  of  war." 

The  ftone  fhall  tell  your  vanquifli'd  hero's  name. 

And  diftant  ages  learn  the  viftor's  fame. 

This  fierce  defiance  Greece  aftonilh'd  heard,         105 
Blufh'd  to  refufe,  and  to  accept  it  fear'd. 
Stern  Menelaiis  firft  the  filence  broke. 
And,  inly  groaning,  thus  opprobrious  fpoke : 

Women  of  Greece !  Oh  fcandal  of  your  race, 
Whofe  coward  fouls  your  manly  form  difgrace!       1 10 
How  great  the  (hame,  when  every  age  fhall  know 
That  not  a  Grecian  met  this  noble  foe ! 

Go 
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Co  then,  refohe  to  earth,  from  whence  ye  grow, 

A  heartlefs,  fpiritlefs,  inglorious  crew ! 

Be  what  ye  feem,  unanimated  clay  !  1 1  - 

Myfelf  will  dare  the  danger  of  the  day, 

'Tis  man's  bold  talk  the  generous  ftrife  to  try. 

But  in  the  hands  of  God  is  victory. 

Thcfe  words  fcarce  fpoke,  with  generous  ardour  preft. 
His  manly  limbs  in  azure  arms  he  dreft :  120 

That  day,  Atrides !  a  fuperiour  hand 
Had  ftretch'd  thee  breathlefs  on  the  hoftile  ftrarid. 
But  all  at  once,  thy  fury  to  compofe. 
The  kings  of  Greece,  an  awful  band,  arofe: 
Ev'n  he  their  chief,  great  Agamemnon,  prefs'd       12  j 
"Thy  daring  hand,  and  this  advice  addrefs'd  : 
Whither,  O  Menetaus !  wouldil:  thou  run. 
And  tempt  a  fate,  which  prudence  bids  thee  fliun  ? 
Griev'd  though  thou  art,  forbear  the  rafh  defign; 
Great  Heftor's  arm  is  mightier  far  than  thine.  130 

Ev'n  fierce  Achilles  learn'd  its  force  to  fear. 
And  trembling  met  this  dreadful  fon  of  war. 
Sit  thou  fecure  amidft  thy  focial  band  ; 
Greece  in  our  caufe  fhall  arm  fome  powerful  hand, 
'Themightieft  warriour  of  th*  Achaian  name,  13c 

Though  bold,  and  burning  with  defire  of  fame. 
Content,  the  doubtful  honour  might  forego. 
So  great  the  danger,  and  fo  brave  the  foe. 

He  faid,  and  tum'd  his  brother's  vengeful  mind  ; 
'  Heftoop'd  to  reafon,  and  his  rage  refign'd,  140 

No  longer  bent  to  rufh  on  certain  harms ; 
His  joyful  friends  unbrace  his  azure  arms> 

He 
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He,  from  whofe  lips  divine  perfuafion  flows. 
Grave  Neftor,  then,  in  graceful  aft  arofe. 
Thus  to  the  kings  he  fpoke  :  What  grief,  what  Ihame, 
Attend  on  Greece,  and  all  the  Grecian  name ! 
How  fhall,  alas!  her  hoary  heroes  mourn 
Their  fons  degenerate,  and  their  race  a  fcorn  ? 
What  tears  fhall  down  thy  filv  er  beard  be  roll'd. 
Oh  Peleus,  old  in  arms,  in  wifdom  old !  1 50 

Once  with  what  joy  the  generous  prince  would  hear 
Of  every  chief  who  fought  this  glorious  war; 
Participate  their  fame,  and  pleas'd  enquire 
Each  name,  each  aSion,  and  each  hero's  fire  ! 
Gods !  fhould  he  fee  our  warriours  trembling  ftand. 
And  trembling  all  before  one  hoftile  hand  ;  i  ^^ 

How  would  he  lift  his  aged  arms  on  high, 
Lament  inglorious  Greece,  and  beg  to  diei 
Oh  !  would  to  all  th'  immortal  powers  above, 
Miner\a,  Phoebus,  and  almighty  Jove !  1 60 

Years  might  again  roll  back,  my  youth  renew. 
And  give  this  arm  the  fpring  which  once  it  knew  : 
When,  fierce  in  war,  where  Jardan's  waters  fall 
I  led  my  troops  to  Phea's  trembling  wall. 
And  with  th'  Arcadian  fpears  my  prowefs  tr)''d,      165 
Where  Celadon  rolls  down  his  rapid  tide* 
There  Ereuthalion  brav'd  us  in  the  field. 
Proud,  Areithous'  dreadful  arms  to  weild; 
Great  Ar-eithous,  known  from  Ihore  to  fhoxe 
By  the  huge,  knotted,  iron  mace  he  bore;  170 

No  lance  he  fhook,  nor  bent  the  tv.aaging  bow. 
But  broke,  v.  ith  this,  the  battle  of  the  foe. 

Him 
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Him  not  by  manly  force  Lycurgus  flew, 
Whofe  guileful  javelin  from  the  thicket  flew. 
Deep  in  a  winding  way  his  breafl:  aflail'd,  1 7  j 

Nor  aught  the  warriour's  thundering  mace  avail'd. 
Supine  he  fell:  thofe  arms  which  Mars  before 
Had  given  the  vanquifli'd,  now  the  viftor  bore : 
But  when  old  age  had  dimm'd  Lycurgus' eyes. 
To  Ereuthalion  he  confign'd  the  prize.  1 80 

Furious  with  this,  he  crufh'd  our  level'd  bands. 
And  dar'd  the  trial  of  the  flrongefl  hands; 
Nor  could  the  ftrongeft  hands  his  fury  flay  ; 
All  faw,  and  fear'd,  his  huge  tempeftuous  fway. 
Till  I,  the  youngeft  of  the  hoft  appeared,  1 8  c 

And,  youngeft,  met  whom  all  our  army  fear'd. 
I  fought  rhe  chief:  my  arms  Minerva  crown'd  : 
Prone  fell  the  giant  o'er  a  length  of  ground. 
What  then  he  was,  Oh  were  you  Neftor  now! 
Not  Hedor's  felf  fliould  want  an  equal  foe.  190 

But,  warriours,  you,  that  youthful  vigour  boaft. 
The  flower  of  Greece,  th'  examples  of  our  hoft. 
Sprung  from  fuch  fathers,  who  fuch  numbers  fway. 
Can  you  ftand  trembling,  and  defert  the  day  ? 

His  warm  reproofs  the  liftening  kings  inflame ;     19^ 
And  nine,  the  nobleft  of  the  Grecian  name, 
Up-ftarted  fierce :  but  far  before  the  reft 
The  king  of  men  advanc'd  his  dauntlefs  breaft  : 
Then  bold  Tydides,  great  in  arras  appear'd  j 
And  next  his  bulk  gigantic  Ajax  rear'd  ;  200 

Oileus  follow'd ;  Idomen  was  there, 
And  Merioa  dreadful  as  the  God  of  War ; 

With 
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With  thefe  Eurypylus  and  Thoas  ftand. 

And  wife  Ulyffes  clos'd  the  daring  band. 

All  thefe,  alike  infpir'd  with  noble  rage,  205 

Demand  the  fight.     To  whom  the  Pylian  fage  : 

Left  thirft  of  glory  your  brave  fouls  divide ; 
What  chief  fliall  combat,  let  the  lots  decide. 
Whom  heaven  (hall  chufe,  be  his  the  chance  to  raife 
His  country's  fame,  his  own  immortal  praife.  210 

The  lots  produc'd,  each  hero  figns  his  own  ; 
Then  in  the  general's  helm  the  fates  are  thrown; 
The  people  pray,  with  lifted  eyes  and  hands. 
And  vows  like  thefe  afcend  from  all  the  bands  : 
Grant,  thou  Almighty  !  in  whofe  hand  Is  fate,       215 
A  worthy  champion  for  the  Grecian  ftate. 
This  talk  let  Ajax  or  Tydides  prove. 
Or  he,  the  king  of  kings,  belov'd  by  Jove  I 

Old  Neftor  (hook  the  cafque.     By  heaven  infpir'd, 
Leap'd  forth  the  lot,  of  every  Greek  defir'd.  220 

This  from  the  right  to  left  the  herald  bears. 
Held  out  in  order  to  the  Grecian  peers ; 
Each  to  his  rival  yields  the  mark  unknown. 
Till  god-like  Ajax  finds  the  lot  his  own ; 
Surveys  th'  infcription  with  rejoicing  eyes,  225 

Then  cafts  before  him,  and  with  tranfport  cries : 

Warriours!  I  claim  the  lot,  and  arm  with  joy  ; 
Be  mine  the  conqueft  of  this  chief  of  Troy. 
Now,  while  my  brighteft  arms  my  limbs  Inveft, 
To  Saturn's  fon  be  all  your  vows  addreft  :  250 

But  pray  in  fecret,  left  the  foes  fhould  hear. 
And  deem  your  prayers  the  mean  effeft  of  fear, 

1  Said 
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Said  I  in  fecret  ?     No,  your  vows  declare. 

In  fuch  a  voice  as  fills  the  earth  and  air. 

Lives  there  a  chief  whom  Ajax  ought  to  dread,        2^^ 

Ajax  in  all  the  toils  of  battle  bred  ? 

From  warlike  Salamis  I  drew  my  birth. 

And,  born  to  combats,  fear  no  force  on  earth. 

He  faid.     The  troops,  with  elevated  eyes. 
Implore  the  God,  whofe  thunder  rends  the  fkies :     240 
O  Father  pf  mankind,  fuperior  Lord! 
On  lofty  Ida's  lioly  hill  ador'd  ;. 
Who  in  the  higheft  heaven  has  fix'd  thy  throne. 
Supreme  of  Gods!  unbounded  and  alone  : 
Grant  thou,  that  Telamon  may  bear  away  245 

The  pralfe  and  conquell  of  this  doubtful  day: 
Or  if  illuflrious  Heftor  be  thy  care. 
That  both  may  claim  it,  and  that  both  may  fhare. 

Now  Ajax  brac'd  his  dazzling  armour  on ; 
Sheath'd  in  bright  fteel  the  giant-warriour  flione  :   250 
He  moves  to  combat  with  majeftic  pace; 
So  ftall<s  in  arms  the  grizly  God  of  Thrace, 
When  Jove  to  punifli  faithlefs  men  prepares 
And  gives  whole  nations  to  the  wafte  of  wars. 
Thus  march 'd  the  chief,  tremendous  as  a  God  :      2  jj 
Grimly  he  fmil'd  ;  earth  trembled  as  he  ftrode: 
His  mady  javelin,  quivering  in  his  hand. 
He  ftood,  the  bulwark  of  the  Grecian  band. 
Through  every  Argive  heart  new  tranfport  ran ; 
AH  Troy  ftood  trembling  at  tlie  mighty  man  :  2  Co 

Ev'n  Heftor  paus'd  ;  and,  with  new  doubt  oppreft. 
Felt  his  great  heart  fufpended  in  his  breaft  : 

Vol.  XL VIII.  CL  'Twas 
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'Twas  vain  to  feek  retreat,  and  vain  to  fear ; 
Himfelf  had  challeng'd,  and  the  foe  drew  near. 

Stern  Telamon  behind  his  ample  fliield,  26^ 

As  from  a  brazen  tower,  o'erlook'd  the  field. 
Huge  was  its  orb,  with  feven  thick  folds  o'ercaft. 
Of  tough  bull-hides  ;  of  folid  brafs  the  laft, 
(The  work  of  Tychius,  who  in  Hyle  dwcU'd, 
And  all  in  arts  of  armoury  excell'd:)  270 

This  Ajax  bore  before  his  manly  breaft. 
And,  threatening,  thus  his  adverfe  chief  addreft  : 

Heftor !  approach  my  arm  !  and  fingly  know 
Whatftrength  thou  haft,  and  what  the  Grecian  foe. 
Achilles  fhuns  the  fight ;  yet  fome  there  are,  275: 

Not  void  of  foul,  and  not  unflcill'd  in  war: 
Let  him,  unaftive  on  the  fea-beat  Ihore, 
Indulge  his  wrath,  and  aid  our  arms  no  more; 
Whole  troops  of  heroes  Greece  has  yet  to  boaft. 
And  fends  thee  one,  a  fample  of  her  hoft.  2S0 

Such  as  I  am,  I  come  to  prove  thy  might ; 
No  more — be  fudden,  and  begin  the  fight. 

O  fon  of  Telamon,  thy  country's  pride! 
(To  Ajax  thus  the  Trojan  prince  reply'd) 
Me  as  a  boy  or  woman  would'il  thou  fright,  2$^ 

New  to  the  field,  and  trembling  at  the  fight  ? 
Thou  meet'ft  a  chief  deferving  of  thy  arms. 
To  combat  born,  and  bred  amidft  alarms : 
I  know  to  fhift  my  ground,  remount  the  car. 
Turn,  charge,  and  anfvver  every  call  of  war ;  290 

To  right,  to  left,  the  dexterous  lance  I  wield. 
And  bear  tliick  battle  on  my  founding  fhield. 

But 
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1  open  be  our  fight,  and  bold  each  blow; 
1  Iteal  no  conqueft  from  a  noble  foe. 

He  faid;  and,  rifing  high  above  the  field,  295 

Whirl'd  the  long  lance  againft  the  fevenfold  fhield. 
Full  on  the  brafs  defcending  from  above 
Through  fix  bull-hides  the  furious  weapon  drove. 
Till  in  the  feventh  it  iix'd.     Then  Ajax  threw ; 
Through  Heftor's  ftiield  the  forceful  javelin  flew,  300 
His  corflet  enters,  and  his  garment  rends, 
And  glancing  downwards  near  his  flank  defcends. 
The  wary  Trojan  fhrinks,  and,  bending  low- 
Beneath  his  buckler,  difappoints  rhe  blow. 
From  their  bor'd  Ihields  the  chiefs  their  javelins  drew. 
Then  clofe  impetuous,  and  the  charge  renew : 
Fierce  as  the  mountain-lions  bath'd  in  blood. 
Or  foaming  boars,  the  terrour  of  the  wood. 
At  Ajax,  Hedlor  his  long  lance  extends; 
The  blunted  point  againft  the  buckler  bends  :  310 

But  Ajax,  watchful  as  his  foe  drew  near. 
Drove  through  the  Trojan  targe  the  knotty  fpear ; 
It  reach'd  his  neck,  with  matchlefs  ftrength  impell'd ; 
Spouts  the  black  gore,  and  dims  his  fhining  fhield. 
Yet  ceas'd  not  Heftor  thus;  but,  ftooping  down,  31^ 
In  his  ftrong  hand  up-heav'd  a  flinty  ftone. 
Black,  craggy,  vaft  :  to  this  his  force  he  bends; 
Full  on  the  brazen  bofs  the  ftone  defcends ; 
The  hollow  brafs  refounded  with  the  fhock. 
Then  Ajax  feiz'd  the  fragment  of  a  rock,  320 

Apply'd  each  nerve,  and  fwinging  round  on  high. 
With  force  tempeftuous  let  the  ruin  fly  : 

Q^z  The 
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The  huge  ftone  thundering  through  his  buckler  broke : 

His  flacken'd  knees  receiv'd  the  numbing  ftroke ; 

Great  Heftor  falls  extended  on  the  field,  32^ 

His  bulk  fupporting  on  the  (hatter'd  ftiield  : 

Nor  wanted  heavenly  aid  :  Apollo's  might 

Confirm'd  his  finews,  and  reftor'd  to  fight. 

And  now  both  heroes  their  broad  faulchions  drew  : 

In  flaming  circles  round  their  heads  they  flew;  33c 

But  then  by  heralds' voice  the  word  was  given. 

The  facred  minifters  of  earth  and  heaven; 

Divine  Talthybius  whom  the  Greeks  employ. 

And  fage  Idsus  on  the  part  of  Troy. 

Between  the  fwords  their  peaceful  fceptres  rear'd ;     ^^  5 

And  firft  Idseus'  awful  voice  was  heard  : 

Forbfear,  my  fons!  your  farther  force  to  prove. 
Both  dear  to  men,  and  both  belov'd  of  Jove. 
To  either  hoft  your  matchlefs  worth  is  known. 
Each  founds  your  praife,  and  war  is  all  your  own.    340 
But  now  the  night  extends  her  awful  (hade; 
The  Goddefs  parts  you  :  be  the  night  obey'd. 

To  whom  great  Ajax  his  high  foul  exprefs'd  : 
O  Sage !  to  Hedor  be  thefe  words  addrefs'd  ; 
"  Let  him  who  firft  provok'd  our  chiefs  to  fight,     345 
Let  him  demand  the  fanftion  of  the  night; 
If  firft  he  afk  it,  I  content  obey. 
And  ceafe  the  ftrife  when  Heftor  (hows  the  way." 

Oh  firft  of  Greeks !  (his  noble  foe  rejoin'd)  "i 

Wliom  heaven  adorns,  fuperior  to  thy  kind,        35©  f 
With  ftrength  of  body,  and  with  worth  of  mind !       J 
Now  martial  law  commands  us  to  forbear  ; 
Hereafter  we  (hall  meet  in  glorious  war. 

Some 
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Some  future  day  (hall  lengthen  out  theftrife. 

And  let  the  Gods  decide  of  death  or  life !  355' 

Since  then  the  night  extends  her  gloomy  fliade, 

And  Heaven  enjoins  it,  be  the  night  obey'd. 

Return,  br^ive  Ajax,  to  thy  Grecian  friends. 

And  joy  the  nations  whom  thy  arm  defends; 

As  I  (hall  glad  each  chief,  and  Trojan  wife,  360 

Who  wearies  Heaven  with  vows  for  Heftor's  life. 

But  let  us,  on  this  memorable  day. 

Exchange  fome  gift ;  that  Greece  and  Troy  may  fay, 

"  Not  hate,  but  glory,  made  thefe  chiefs  contend  ; 

"  And  each  brave  foe  was  in  his  foul  a  friend."      365 

With  that,  a  fword  with  liars  of  filver  grac'd. 
The  baldrick  ftudded,  and  the  (heath  enchas'd. 
He  gave  the  Greek.     The  generous  Greek  befiovy'd 
A  radiant  belt  that  rich  with  purple  glow'd. 
Then  with  majeftick  grace  they  quit  the  plain  ;         3  70 
This  feeks  the  Grecian,  that  the  Phrygian  train. 

The  Trojan  bands  returning  Heflor  wait. 
And  hail  with  joy  the  champion  of  their  ftate  : 
Efcap'd  great  Ajax,  they  furvey'dhim  round. 
Alive,  unharm'd,  and  vigorous  from  his  wound.       3^^ 
To  Troy's  high  gates  the  god-like  man  they  bear. 
Their  prefent  triumph,  as  their  late  defpair. 

But  Ajax,  glorying  in  his  hardy  deed. 
The  well-arm'd  Greeks  to  Agamemnon  lead. 
A  (leer  for  facrifice  the  king  defign'd,  3  So 

Of  full  five  years,  and  of  the  nobler  kind. 
The  viftim  falls;  they  (trio  the  fmoking  hide. 
The  bead  they  quarter,  and  the  joints  divide; 

0.3  Then 
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Then  fprcad  the  tables,  the  rej^aft  prepare. 
Each  takes  his  feat,  and  each  receives  his  fhare.       385 
The  king  himfelf  (an  honorary  fign) 
Before  great  Ajax  plac'd  the  mighty  chihe. 
When  now  the  rage  of  hunger  was  remov'd, 
Neftor,  in  each  perfuafive  art  approv'd. 
The  fage  whofe  courifels  Ibtig  had  fway'd  the  reft,  390 
In  words  like  thefe  his  prudent  thought  expreft  : 
Kov/  dear,  O  kings  !  this  fatal  day  has  coft ! 
What  Greeks  areperiih'd  !  what  a  people  loft  ! 
What  tides  of  blood  have  drench'd  Scamandra's  fliore ! 
What  crowds  of  heroes  funk,  to  rife  no  more !        39  j 
Then  hear  me,  chief!  nor  let  the  morrow's  light 
Awake  thy  fquadrons  to  new  toils  of  fight : 
Some  fpace  at  leaft  permit  the  war  to  breathe. 
While  we  to  flames  our  llaughter'd  friends  bequeath. 
From  the  red  field  their  fcatter'd  bodies  beat  j         400 
And  nigh  the  fleet  a  funeral  ft  rudlure  rear; 
So  decent  urns  their  fnowy  bones  may  keep. 
And  pious  children  o'er  their  afhes  weep. 
Here,  where  on  one  promifcuous  pile  they  blaz'd. 
High  o'er  them  all  a  general  tomb  be  rais'd ;  405 

Next,  to  fecure  our  camp,  and  naval  powers, 
Raife  an  embattled  wall,  with  lofty  towers ; 
From  fpace  to  fpace  be  ample  gates  around. 
For  paftlng  chariots ;  and  a  trench  profound. 
So  Greece  to  combat  fnall  in  fafety  go,  416 

Nor  fear  the  fierce  incurfions  of  the  foe. 
'Twas  thus  the  fage  his  wholefome  counfel  mov'd  ; 
The  fceptred  kings  of  Greece  his  words  approv'd. 

Mean- 
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Meanwhile,  conven'd  at  Priam's  palace-gate, 
''he  Trojan  peers  in  nightly  council  fate ;  415 

A  fenate  void  of  order,  as  of  choice; 
1  heir  hearts  were  fearful,  and  confus'd  their  voice. 
Antenor  rifing,  thus  demands  their  ear: 
Ye  Trojans,  Dardans,  and  auxiliars,  hear ! 
'Tis  Heaven  the  counfel  of  my  breafl:  infpires,  420 

And  I  but  move  what  every  God  requires : 
Let  Sparta's  treafure  be  this  hour  reftor'd. 
And  Argive  Helen  own  her  ancient  lord. 
The  ties  of  faith,  the  fworn  alliance  broke, 
(3ur  impious  battles  the  juft  Gods  provoke,  425 

As  this  advice  ye  praftice,  or  rejeft. 
So  hope  fucccfs,  or  dread  the  dire  efFeft. 

The  fenior  fpoke,  and  fate.     To  whom  rcply'd 
Hie  graceful  hufband  of  the  Spartan  bride; 
Cold  counfels,  Trojan,  may  become  thy  years,      430 
Hut  fcund  ungrateful  in  a  warriour's  ears : 
l)Id  man,  if,  void  of  fallacy  or  art. 
Thy  words  exprefs  the  purpofe  of  thy  heart. 
Thou,  in  thy  time,  more  found  advice  haft  given. 
But  wifdom  has  its  date,  affign'd  by  Heaven.  43  r 

Then  hear  me,  princes  of  the  Trojan  name ! 
Their  treafures  I'll  reftore,  but  not  the  dame; 
My  treafures  too,  for  peace,  Iwillrefign; 
But  be  this  bright  pofieflion  ever  mine. 

'Twas  then,  the  growing  difcord  to  compofe,     440 
Slow  from  his  feat  the  re\'erend  Priam  rofe ; 
His  god-like  afpeft  deep  attention  drew  : 
He  paus'd,  and  thefe  pacific  words  enfue: 
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Ye  Trojans,  Dardans,  and  auxiliar  bands ! 
Now  take  refrefhment  as  the  hour  demands:  445 

Guard  well  the  walls,  relieve  the  watch  of  night. 
Till  the  new  fun  reftore  the  chearful  light : 
Then  {hall  our  herald  to  th'  Atrides  fent. 
Before  their  ftiips  proclaim  my  fon's  intent. 
Next  let  a  truce  be  a(k'd,  that  Troy  may  bura        450 
Her  fiaughter'd  heroes,  and  their  bones  inurn  ; 
That  done,  once  more  the  fate  of  war  be  try'd. 
And  whofe  the  conqueft,  mighty  Jove  decide  ! 

The  monarch  fpoke !  the  warriours  fnatch'd  withhafte 
(Each  at  his  poft  in  arms)  a  Ihort  repaft.  455 

Soon  as  the  rofy  morn  had  wak'd  the  day, 
To  the  black  fliips  Idaeus  bent  his  way ; 
There,  to  the  fons  of  Mars,  in  council  found. 
He  rais'd  his  voice;  the  hoft  flood  liflening  round  : 

Ye  fons  of  Atreus,  and  ye  Greeks,  give  ear!       46c 
The  words  of  Troy  and  Troy's  great  monarch  hear, 
Pleas'd  may  ye  hear  (fo  Heaven  fucceed  my  prayers] 
What  Paris,  author  of  the  war,  declares. 
The  fpoils  and  treafures  he  to  Ilion  bore, 
{Oh,  had  he  perifh'd  ere  they  touch'd  our  fhore !)     465' 
He  proff  jrs  injur'd  Greece ;  with  large  increafe 
Of  added  Trojan  wealth,  to  buy  the  peace. 
But  to  reflore  the  beauteous  bride  again. 
This  Greece  demands,  and  Troy  requefts  in  vain. 
Next,  O  ye  chiefs  !  we  afk  a  truce,  to  bum  470 

Our  fiaughter'd  heroes,  and  their  bones  inurn. 
That  done,  once  more  the  fate  of  war  be  try'd. 
And  whofe  the  conqueft,  mighty  Jove  decide ! 

The 
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The  Greeks  gave  ear,  but  none  the  filence  broke  : 
At  length  Tydides  rofe,  and  rifing  fpoke:  475' 

Oh,  take  not,  friends !  defrauded  of  your  fame. 
Their  profFer'd  wealth,  nor  ev'n  the  Spartan  dame. 
Let  conqueft  make  them  ours  :  fate  fhakes  their  wall. 
And  Troy  already  totters  to  her  fall. 

Th'  admiring  chiefs,  and  all  the  Grecian  name,    480 
With  general  fhouts  return'd  him  loud  acclaim, 
l^hen  thus  the  King  of  Kings  rejecls  the  peace  : 
Herald !  in  him  thou  hear'it  the  voice  of  Greece. 
For  what  remains;  let  funeral  flames  be  fed 
With  heroes  corpfe ;  I  war  not  with  the  dead  :         48  y 
Go  fearch  your  flaughter'd  chiefs  on  yonder  plain. 
And  gratify  the  manes  of  the  flain: 
Be  Vvitncfs,  Jove,  whofe  thunder  rolls  en  high! 
He  faid,  and  rear'd  his  fceptre  to  the  iky. 

To  facred  Troy,  where  all  her  princes  lay  490 

To  wait  th'  event,  the  herald  bent  his  way.    . 
He  came,  and  ftanding  in  the  raidft,  explain'd   , 
The  peace  rejedted,  but  the  truce  obtain'd. 
Straight  to  their  fe\eral cares  the  Trojans  move • 
Some  fearch  the  plains,  fome  fell  the  founding  grove  : 
Nor  lefs  the  Greeks,  defcending  on  the  fhore, 
Hew'd  the  green  foreils,  and  the  bodies  bore. 
And  now  from  forth  the  cliambers  of  the  main. 
To  fhed  his  facred  light  on  earth  again, 
Arofe  the  golden  chariot  of  the  day,  500 

And  tipt  the  mountains  with  a  purple  ray. 
In  mingled  throngs  the  Greek  and  Trojan  train 
Through  heaps  of  carnage  fearch  the  mournful  plain. 

Scarce 
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Scarce  could  the  friend  his  flaughter'd  friend  explore. 

With  duft  difhonour'd,  and  deform'd  with  gore.      50^ 

The  wounds  they  wafli'd,  their  pious  tears  they  (hed. 

And,  laid  along  their  cars,  deplor'd  the  dead ; 

Sage  Priam  check'd  their  grief:  with  filent  hade 

The  bodies  decent  on  their  piles  werie  plac'd : 

With  melting  hearts  the  cold  remains  they  burn'd  ;    510 

And  fadly  flow  to  facred  Troy  return'd. 

Nor  lefs  the  Greeks  their  pious  forrows  fhed. 

And  decent  on  the  pile  difpofe  the  dead ; 

The  cold  remains  confume  with  equal  care; 

And,  flowly,  fadly,  to  their  fleet  repair.  51  j 

NoWj  ere  the  morn  had  ftreak'd  with  reddening  light 

The  doubtful  confines  of  the  day  and  night ; 

About  the  dying  flames  the  Greeks  appear 'd. 

And  round  the  pile  a  general  tomb  they  rear'd. 

Then,  to  fecure  the  camp  and  naval  powers,  520 

They  rais'd  embattled  walls  with  lofty  towers : 

From  fpace  to  fpace  were  ample  gates  around. 

For  pafllng  chariots  ]  and  a  trench  profound. 

Of  large  extent;  and  deep  in  earth,  below,  52^ 

Strong  piles  infix'dfl:ood  adrerfe  to  the  foe. 

So  toil'd  the  Greeks :  meanwhile  the  Gods  above 
In  fliining  circle  round  their  father  Jove, 
Amaz'd  beheld  the  wonderous  works  of  man  : 
Then  he,  whofe  trident  fhakes  the  earth,  began  :     530 

What  mortals  henceforth  fhall  our  power  adore. 
Our  fanes  frequent,  our  oracles  implore. 
If  the  proud  Grecians  thus  fuccefsful  boaft 
Their  rifing  bulwarks  on  the  fea-beat  coaft  ? 

i  See 


ILIAD,    Book  VII;  535 

'-'ce  the  long  walls  extending  to  the  main,  53^ 

No  God  confulted,  and  no  vidim  flain ! 
Their  fame  (hall  fill  the  world's  remoteft  ends ; 
Wide,  as  the  morn  her  golden  beam  extends. 
While  old  Laomedon's  divine  abodes, 
Thofe  radiant  ftrudures  rais'd  hy  labouring  Gods,   540 
Shall,  raz'd  and  loft,  in  long  oblivion  deep. 
Thus  fpoke  the  hoary  monarch  of  the  deep. 

Th'  Alm.ighty  Thuhderer  vvith  a  frown  replies. 
That  clouds  the  world,  and  blacken^  half  the  fkies  : 
Strong  God  of  Ocean !  thou,  whofe  rage  can  make  54^ 
The  folid  Earth's  eternal  bafis  fnake  : 
What  caufe  of  fear  from  mortal  works  could  move 
The  meaneft  fubjeft  of  our  realms  above  ? 
Where'er  the  fun's  refulgent  rays  are  caft. 
Thy  power  is  honour'd,  and  thy  fame  fhall  laft.       jjcj 
But  yon  proud  work  no  future  age  fliall  view. 
No  trace  remain  where  once  the  glory  grew. 
The  fapp'd  foundations  by  thy  force  fhall  fall. 
And,  whelm'd  beneath  thy  waves,  drop  the  huge  wall : 
Vaft  drifts  of  fand  fhall  change  the  former  fhore;     55^ 
The  ruin  vanifh'd,  and  the  name  no  more. 

Thus  they  in  heaven  :  while  o'er  the  Grecian  train. 
The  rolling  fun  defcending  to  the  main 
Beheld  the  finifh'd  work.     Their  bulls  they  (lew  : 
Black  from  the  tents  the  favoury  vapours  flew.         569 
And  now  the  fleet,  arriv'd  from  Lemnos'  ftands. 
With  Bacchus'  bleflings  cheer'd  the  generous  bands. 
Of  fragrant  wine  the  rich  Eunasus  fent 
A  thoufand  meafures  to  the  royal  tent. 

(EunsuSj 
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(Eunasus,  whom  Hypfipyle  of  yore  56^ 

To  Jafon,  fhepherd  of  his  people,  bore) 
The  reft  they  purchas'd  at  their  proper  coft. 
And  well  the  plenteous  freight  fupply'd  the  hoft  : 
Each,  in  exchange,  proportion'd  treafures  gave : 
Some  brafs,  or  iron  :  fome  an  ox,  or  flave.  C70 

All  night  they  feaft,  the  Greek  and  Trojan  powers ; 
Thofe  on  the  fields,  and  thefe  within  their  towers. 
But  Jove  averfe  the  fig-ns  of  wrath  difplay'd. 
And  fhot  red  lightnings  through  the  gloomy  fhade : 
Humbled  they  ftood ;  pale  horrour  feiz'd  on  all,      57^ 
While  the  deep  thunder  fhook  th'  aerial  hall. 
Each  pour'd  to  Jove,  before  the  bowl  was  crown'd  : 
And  large  libations  drench'd  the  thirfty  ground : 
Then  late,  refrelh'd  v/ith  ileep  from  toils  of  fight. 
Enjoy 'd  the  balmy  bleffings  of  the  night.  580 
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The  fecond  Battle,  and  the  Diflrefs  of  the  Greeks. 

JUPITER  aflembles  a  council  of  the  Deities,  and 
threatens  them  with  the  pains  of  Tartarus  if  they 
affift  either  fide  :  Minerva  only  obtains  of  him  that 
fhe  may  direft  the  Greeks  by  her  counfels.  The  ar- 
mies join  battle  :  Jupiter  on  Mount  Ida  weighs  in  his 
balances  the  fates  of  both,  and  affrights  the  Greeks 
with  his  thunders  and  lightnings.  Neftor  alone  con- 
tinues in  the  field,  in  great  danger;  Diomed  relieves 
hirh  ;  whofe  exploits,  and  thofe  of  Keflor,  are  ex- 
cellently defcribed.  Juno  endeavours  to  animate 
Neptune  to  the  aiTiftance  of  the  Greeks,  but  in  vain. 
The  afts  of  Teucer,  who  is  at  length  wounded  by 
Heftor,  and  carried  off.  Juno  and  Minerva  prepare 
to  aid  the  Grecians ;  but  are  retrained  by  Iris,  fent 
from  Jupiter.  The  night  puts  an  end  to  the  battle. 
Heftor  continues  in  the  field  (the  Greeks  being  driven 
to  their  fortifications  before  the  (hips)  and  gives  or- 
ders to  keep  the  watch  all  night  in  the  camp,  to  pre- 
vent the  enemy  from  reimbarking  and  efcaping  by- 
flight.  They  kindle  fires  through  all  the  field,  and 
pafs  the  night  under  arms. 

The  time  of  feven  and  twenty  days  is  employed 
from  the  opening  of  the  poem  to  the  end  of  this  book. 
The  fcene  here  (except  of  the  celeftial  machines)  lies 
in  the  field  toward  the  fea-(hore. 
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AU  R  O  RA  now,  fair  daughter  of  the  dawn. 
Sprinkled  with  rofy  light  the  dewy  lawn; 
When  Jove  conven'd  the  fenate  of  the  fkies. 
Where  high  Olympus'  cloudy  tops  arife. 
The  Sire  of  Gods  his  awful  filence  broke,  5 

The  heavens  attentive  trembled  as  he  fpoke : 
Celeftjal  ftates,  immortal  Gods!  give  ear. 
Hear  our  decree,  and  reverence  what  ye  hear ; 
The  fix'd  decree,  which  not  all  Heaven  can  move ; 
Thou  Fate!  fulnlit;  and,  ye  Powers,  approve!       10 
"What  God  but  enters  yo,n  forbidden  field. 
Who  yields  affiflance,  or  but  wills  to  yield ; 
Back  to  the  fkies  with  fhame  he  Ihall  be  driven, 
Gafh'd  with  difhoneft  wounds,  the  fcorn  of  heaven: 
Or  far,  oh  far  from  fteep  Olympus  thrown,  15 

Low  in  the  dark  Tartarean  gulf  fnall  groan, 
W'ith  burning  chains  fix'd  to  the  brazen  floors. 
And  lock'd  by  hell's  inexorable  doors  ; 
As  deep  beneath  th'  infernal  centre  hurl'd. 
As  from  that  centre  to  th'  ethereal  world.  20 

Let  him  who  tempts  me,  dread  thofe  dire  abodes  ; 
And  know,  th'  Almighty  is  the  Gods  of  Gods. 

League 
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League  all  your  forces  then,  ye  Powers  above. 

Join  all,  and  try  th'  omnipotence  of  Jove; 

Let  down  our  golden  everlafting  chain,  25 

Whofe  ftrong  embrace  holds  heaven,  andearth,  and  main : 

Strive  all,  of  mortal  and  immortal  birth. 

To  drag,  by  this,  the  Thunderer  down  to  earth  : 

Ye  ftrive  in  vain !     If  I  but  ftretch  this  hand, 

I  heave  the  Gods,  the  ocean,  and  the  land ;  30 

I  fix  the  chain  to  great  Olympus'  height. 

And  the  vaft  world  hangs  trembling  in  my  fight ! 

For  fuch  I  reign,  unbounded  and  above  ; 

And  fuch  are  men  and  Gods,  compar'd  to  Jove. 

Th'  Almighty  fpoke,  nor  durft:  the  Powers  reply,    35 
A  reverend  horrour  filenc'd  all  the  fky ; 
Trembling  they  ftood  before  their  Sovereign's  look; 
At  length  his  befl-belov'd,  the  Power  of  Wifdom,  fpoke : 

Oh  firfl  and  greatefl !  God,  by  Gods  ador'd ! 
We  own  thy  might,  our  Father  and  our  Lord!  40 

But  ah!  permit  to  pity  human  flate  ; 
If  not  to  help,  at  leaft  lament  their  fate. 
From  fields  forbidden  we  fubmifs  refrain. 
With  arms  unaiding  mourn  our  Argives  flain; 
Yet  grant  my  counfels  ftill  their  breafls  may  move,     4^ 
Or  all  muft  perifh  in  the  wrath  of  Jove. 

The  cloud-compelling  God  her  fuit  approv'd. 
And  fmil'd  fuperiour  on  his  beil-belov'd. 
Then  call'd  his  courfers,  and  his  chariot  took; 
Theftedfaft  firmament  beneath  him  fhook :  ^o 

Rapt  by  th'  sethereal  fleeds  the  chariot  roll'd; 
Brafs  were  their  hoofs,  their  curling  manes  of  gold. 

Of 
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Of  heaven's  undroffy  gold  the  God's  array- 
Refulgent,  flafh'd  intolerable  day. 
High  on  the  throne  he  Ihines  :  his  courfers  fly  ^^ 

Between  th'  extended  earth  and  ftarry  fky. 
But  when  to  Ida's  topmofl:  height  he  came, 
(Fair  nurfe  of  fountains,  and  of  favage  game) 
Where,  o'er  her  pointed  fummits  proudly  rais'd, 
Hiafane  breath'd  odours,  and  his  altars  blaz'd  :         60 
There,  from  his  radiant  car  the  facred  Sire 
Of  Gods  and  men  releas'd  the  fteeds  of  fire  : 
Blue  ambient  mifts  th'  immortal  fteeds  embrae'd; 
High  on  the  cloudy  point  his  feat  he  plac'.d ; 
Thence  his  broad  eye  the  fubjefl  world  furveys,         65; 
The  town,  and  tents,  and  navigable  feas. 

Now  had  the  Grecians  fnatch'd  a  fliort  repaft. 
And  buckled  on  their  fhining  arms  with  hafte. 
Troy  rouz'd  as  foon;  for  on  this  dreadful  day 
The  fate  of  fathers,  wives,  and  infants,  lay.  70 

The  gates  unfolding  pour  forth  all  their  train; 
Squadrons  on  fquadrons  cloud  the  dufky  plain  : 
Men,  fteeds,  and  chariots,  fhake  the  trembling  ground  ; 
The  tumult  thickens,  and  the  (kies  refound. 
And  now  with  fhouts  the  fliocking  armies  clos'd,         7^ 
To  lances  lances,  (hields  to  fhields  oppos'd, 
Hoft  againft  hoft  with  fliadowy  legions  drew. 
The  founding  darts  in  iron  tempefts  flew, 
Viflors  and  vanquifn'd  join  promifcuous  cries. 
Triumphant  fliouts  and  dying  groans  arife;  80 

With  llreaming  blood  the  flippery  fields  are  dy'd. 
And  flaughter'd  heroes  fwell  the  dreadful  tide. 

Vol.  XLVlil.  R  Long 
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Long  as  the  morning  beams  encreafing  bright. 

O'er  heaven's  clear  azure fpread  thefacred  light; 

Commutual  death  the  fate  of  war  confounds,  8  j 

Each  adverfc  battle  gor'd  with  equal  v/ounds. 

But  when  the  fun  the  height  of  heaven  afcends ; 

The  Sire  of  Gods  his  golden  fcales  fufpends. 

With  equal  hand  :  in  thefe  explor'd  the  fate 

Of  Greece  and  Troy,  and  pois'd  the  mighty  weight, 

Prefs'd  with  its  load,  the  Grecian  balance  lies 

Low  funk  on  earth,  the  Trojan  flrrikes  the  fkies. 

Then  Jove  from  Ida's  top  his  horrour  fpreads ; 

The  clouds  burft  dreadful  o'er  the  Grecian  heads : 

Thick  lightnings  flafli;  the  mEttering  thunder  rolls; 

Their  ftrength  he  withers,  and  unmans  their  fouls. 

Before  his  wrath  the  trembling  hofts  retire ; 

The  God  in  terrours,  and  the  Ikies  on  fire. 

Nor  great  Idomeneus  that  fight  could  bear. 

Nor  each  ftern  Ajax,  thunderbolts  of  war :  loo 

Nor  he,  the  king  of  men,  th'  alarm  fuftain'd; 

Nefior  alone  amidft  the  ftorm  remain'd. 

Unwilling  he  remain'd,  for  Paris'  dart 

Had  pierc'd  his  courfer  in  a  mortal  part : 

Fix'd  in  the  forehead  where  the  fpringing  mane      loj 

Curl'd  o'er  thebro^v,  it  ftung  him  to  the  brain: 

Mad  with  his  anguilh,  he  begins  to  rear. 

Paw  with  his  hoofs  aloft,  and  lafh  the  air. 

Scarce  had  his  faulchion  cut  the  reins,  and  freed 

Th'  encumb?r'd  chariot  from  the  dying  fteed,  i  lo 

When  dreadful  Heftor,  thundering  through  the  war, 

Pour'd  to  the  tumult  on  his  whirling  car. 

That 
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That  day  had  ftretch'd  beneath  his  matchlefs  hand 
The  hoary  monarch  of  the  Pylian  band : 
"But  Diomed  beheld  :  from  forth  the  croud  1 1  p 

Jle  rufh'd,  and  on  UlyfTes  call'd  aloud. 

Whither,  oh  whither  does  UlyfTes  run? 
'Oh  flight  unworthy  great  Laertes'  fon ! 
Mix'd  with  the  vulgar  fhall  thy  fate  be  found, 
Pierc'd  in  the  back,  a  vile,  difhoneft  wound  ?  1 20 

Oh  turn  and  fave  from  Heftor's  direful  rage 
"The  glory  of  the  Greeks,  the  Pylian  fage. 
His  fruitlefs  words  are  loft  unheard  in  air, 
Ulyfles  feeks  the  fliips,  and  fhelters  there. 
But  bold  Tydides  to  the  refcue  goes,  1 25 

A  fingle  warriour  'midft  a  hoft  of  foes ; 
Before  the  courfers  with  a  fudden  fpring 
He  leap'd,  and  anxious  thus  befpoke  the  king : 

Great  perils,  father!  wait  th'  unequal  fight; 
Thefe  younger  chartipions  will  opprefs  thy  might.    1 30 
Thy  veins  no  more  with  ancient  vigour  glow ; 
Weak  is  thy  fervant,  and  thy  courfers  flow. 
Then  hafte,  afcend  my  feat,  and  from  the  car 
Obferve  the  fteedsof  Tros,  renown'd  in  war, 
Pra<^tis'd  alike  to  turn,  to  ftop,  to  chace,  13  j 

To  dare  the  fight,  or  urge  the  rapid  race : 
Thefe  late  obey'd  Eneas'  guiding  rein  ; 
Leave  thou  thy  chariot  to  our  faithful  train; 
With  thefe  againft  yon  Trojans  will  we  go. 
Nor  fhall  great  Hedlor  want  an  equal  foe  ;  140 

Fierce  as  he  is,  ev'n  he  may  learn  to  fear 
The  thirfty  fury  of  my  flying  fpear. 

R  2  Thus 
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Thusfaid  the  chief;  and  Neftor,  fkill'd  In  war. 
Approves  his  counfel,  and  afcends  the  car  ; 
The  fteeds  he  left,  their  trufty  fervants  hold ;  145 

Eurymedon,  and  Sthenelus  the  bold : 
The  reverend  charioteer  direfts  the  courfe, 
And  {trains  his  aged  arm  to  lafli  the  horfe. 
Hedlor  they  face ;  unknowing  how  to  fear. 
Fierce  he  drove  on  ;  Tydides  whirl'd  his  fpear.        1 50 
The  fpear  with  erring  hafte  millook  its  way. 
But  plung'd  in  Eniopeus'  bofom  lay. 
His  opening  hand  in  death  forfakes  the  rsin ; 
The  fteeds  fly  back:  he  falls,  and  fpurns  the  plain. 
Great  Heftor  forrows  for  his  fervant  kiH'd,  i  j - 

Yet  unreveng'd  permits  to  prefs  tlie  field  ; 
Till,  to  fupply  his  place  and  rule  the  car, 
Rofe  Archeptolemus,  the  fierce  in  war. 
And  now  had  death  and  horrour  cover'd  all; 
Like  timorous  flocks  the  Trojans  in  their  wall  1.60 

Inclos'd  had  bled  :  but  Jove  with  awful  found 
RoU'd  the  big  thunder  o'er  the  vaft  profound  : 
Full  in  Tydides  face  the  lightning  flew; 
The  ground  before  him  flam'd  with  fulphurblue; 
The  quivering  fteeds  fellproftrate  at  the  fight;         i6j 
And  Neftor's  trembling  hand  cbnfefs'd  his  fright ; 
Hedropp'dthe  reins;  and,  fliook  with  facred  dread. 
Thus,  turning,  warn'd  th'  intrepid  Diomed : 

O  chief!  too  daring  in  thy  friend's  defence^ 
Retire  advis'd,  and  urge  the  chariot  hence.  1 70 

This  day,  averfe,  the  Sovereign  of  thefkies 
AiTifts  great  Heflor,  and  our  palm  denies. 

Some 
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Some  other  fun  may  fee  the  happier  hour. 
When  Greece  fhall  conquer  by  his  heavenly  power. 
'Tis  not  in  man  his  lix'd  decree  to  move ;  i-^^ 

The  great  will  glory  to  fubmit  to  Jove. 

O  reverend  prince !  (Tydides  thus  replies) 
Thy  years  are  avv  ful,  and  thy  words  are  wife. 
But  ah,  what  grief,  fhould  haughty  Heiftcr  boaft, 
I  fled  inglorious  to  the  guarded  coaft  !  i  So 

Before  that  dire  difgrace  fhall  blaft  my  fame, 
O'erwhelm  me,  earth  ;  and  hide  a  warriour's  fliame. 
To  whom  Gerenian  Neftor  thus  reply'd; 
Gods !  can  thy  courage  fear  the  Phrygian's  pride  ? 
Heftor  may  vaunt,  but  who  fhall  heed  the  boaft  ?  185 
Not  thofe  who  felt  thy  arm,  the  Dardan  hoft. 
Nor  Troy,  yet  bleeding  in  her  heroes  loft ; 
Notev'n  a  Phrygian  dame,  who  dreads  the  fword 
That  laid  in  dufl  her  lov'd,  lamented  lord. 
He  faid,  and  hafly  o'er  the  gafping  thrr^ng  igo 

Drives  the  fwift  fleeds ;  the  chariot  fmokes  dong. 
The  fiiouts  of  Trojans  thicken  in  the  wind ; 
The  ftormofhifTing  javelins  pours  behind. 
Then,  with  a  voice  that  fliakes  the  folid  flcics, 
Pleas'd  Hector  braves  the  warriour  as  he  fiies.  195 

Go,  mighty  hero,  grac'd  above  the  reft 
In  feats  of  council  and  the  fumptuous  feaft  ; 
Now  hope  no  more  thofe  honours  from  thy  train ; 
Go,  lefs  than  woman,  in  the  form  of  man  ! 
To  fcale  our  walls,  to  wrap  our  towers  in  flames,    200 
To  lead  in  exile  the  fair  Phrygian  dames. 
Thy  once  proud  hopes,  prefumptuous  prince!  are  fled 
This  arm  fhall  reach  thy  heart,  and  flrctch  thee  dead. 
R  3  Now 
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Now  fears  diimade  him,  and  now  hopes  invite. 
To  ilop  his  courfers,  and  to  ftand  the  fight ;  zo^. 

Thrice  turn'd  the  chief,  and  thrice  irapcrial  Jove 
On  Ida's  fummiti.  thunder'd  from  above  : 
Great  Heflor  heard  ;  he  faw  the  flsJhing  light. 
The  fignof  conqueft)  and  thus  urg'd  the  fight : 

Hear,  every  Trojan,  Lycian,  Dardan  band,  210 
All  fam'd  in  war,  and  dreadful  hand  to  hand. 
Be  mindful  of  the  wreaths  your  arms  ha\'e  won. 
Your  great  forefathers'  glories,  and  your  own. 
Heard  ye  the  voice  of  Jove  ?  Succefs  and  fame 
Await  on  Troy,  on  Greece  eternal  fhame.  215 

In  vain  they  fkulk  behind  their  boafted  wall, 
Weak  bulwarks !  deftin'd  by  this  arm  to  fall. 
High  o'er  their  flighted  trench  our  fteed&  fhall  bound  ;, 
And  pafs  vidorious  o'er  the  level'd  mound. 
Soon  as  before  yon  hollow  fhips  we  ftand,  22O' 

Fight  each  with  Hames,  and  tofs  the  blazing  brand ; 
Till,  their  proud  navy  wrapt  in  fmoke  and  fires,    . 
All  Greece,  encompafs'd,  in  one  blaze  expires. 

Furious  he  faid ;  then,  bending  o'er  the  yoke, 
Encourag'd  his  proud  fteeds,  \\'hile  thus  he  fpoke  :    225^ 
Now,  Xonthus,  yEthon,  Lampus!  urge  the  chace. 
And,  thou,  Podargus!  prove  thy  generous  race: 
Be  fleet,  be  fearlefs,  this  important  day. 
And  all  your  mafter's  well-fpent  care  repay. 
For  this,  high-fed  in  plenteous  flails  ye  ftand,  2jo 

Serv'd  with  pure  wheat,  and  by  a  princefs'  hand ; 
For  this  my  fpoufe,  of  great  Action's  line. 
So  oft  has  fteep'd  the  ftiengtheninggraiain  wine. 

Now 
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Now  fwlfrpurfue,  now  thunder  uncontroul'd  ; 
Give  me  to  feize  rich  Neftor's  fhield  of  gold  ;         23^ 
From  Tydeus'  fhoulders  ftrip  the  coftly  load, 
Vulcanian  arms,  the  labour  of  a  God  : 
Thefe  if  we  gain,  then  viftory,  ye  powers ! 
This  night ;  this  glorious  night,  the  fleet  is  ours. 

That  heard,  deep  anguifh  ftung  Saturnia's  foul ;  240 
She  fhook  her  throne  that  fhook  the  Harry  pole  : 
And  thus  to  Neptune  :  Thou,,  whofc  force  can  make 
The  ftedfaft  earth  from  her  foundations  {hake, 
See'ft  thou  the  Greeks  by  fates  unjuft  oppreft. 
Nor  fwells  that  heart  in  thy  immortal  breaft  ?  24  j 

Yet  vEgse,  Helice,  thy  power  obey. 
And  gifts  unceafing  on  thine  altars  lay. 
Would  all  the  Deities  of  Greece  combine. 
In  vain  the  gloomy  Thunderer  might  repine : 
Sole  fhould  he  fit,  with  fcarce  a  God  to  friend,        2-50 
And  fee  his  Trojans  to  the  fliades  defcend  : 
Such  be  the  fcene  from  his  Idasan  bower ; 
Ungrateful  profpecl  to  the  fullen  Power  ! 

Neptune  with  wrath  rejefts  the  ralh  deiign  : 
What  rage,-  what  madnefs,  furious  Queen,  is  thine  I 
I  war  not  with  the  Highefl.     All  above 
Submit  and  tremble  at  the  hand  of  Jove. 

Now  god-like  Heftor,  to  whofe  matchlefs  might 
Jove  gave  the  glory  of  the  deftin'd  fight. 
Squadrons  on  fquadrons  drives,  and  fills  the  fields    260 
With  clofe-rang'd  chariots,  and  with  thicken'd  fiiields. 
Where  the  deep  trench  in  length  extended  lay, 
Compaded  troops  ftand  wedgd  in  firm  array, 

R  4  A  dread- 
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A  dreadful  front !  they  fhake  the  brands,  and  threat 
With  long-deftroying  flames  the  hoftile  fleet.  265" 

The  king  of  men,  by  Juno's  felf  infpir'd, 
Toil'd  through  the  tents,  and  all  his  army  fir'd. 
Swift  as  he  mov'd  he  lifted  in  his  hand 
His  purple  robe,  bright  enfign  of  command. 
High  on  the  midmoft  bark  the  king  appear'd;  270 

There,  from  Ulyffes'  deck  his  voice  was  heard : 
To  Ajax  and  Achilles  reach'd  the  found, 
Whofe  diHant  fhips  the  guarded  navy  bound. 
OhArgives!  fhameof  human  race;  he  cry 'd, 
(The  hollow  veflels  to  his  voice  reply'd)  275 

Where  now  are  all  your  glorious  boafts  of  yore. 
Your  hafty  triumphs  on  the  Lemnian  fhore  ? 
Each  fearlefs  hero  dares  an  hundred  foes. 
While  the  feaft  lafts,  and  while  the  goblet  flows ; 
But  who  to  meet  one  martial  man  is  found,  2S0 

When  the  fight  rages,  and  the  flames  furround  ? 
O  mighty  Jove !  oh  Are  of  the  dift:refs'"d  ? 
Was  ever  king  like  me,  like  me  opprefs'd  ? 
With  power  immenfe,  with  juilice  arm'd  in  vain  ; 
My  gloT)''  ravifh'd,  and  my  people  flain!  289 

To  thee  my  vows  were  breath'd  from  every  fhore ; 
What  altar  fmok'd  not  with  our  viftims'  gore  ? 
With  fat  of  bulls  I  fed  the  confl:ant  flame. 
And  alk'd  deftruftion  to  the  Trojan  name. 
iNow,  gracious  God !  far  humbler  our  demand !    290  J 
.Give  thefe  at  leaft  t'  efcape  from  Hector's  hand,  > 

And  fave  the  relicks  of  the  Grecian  land  !  J 

Thus  pray 'd  the  king ;  and  Heaven's  great  Father  heard 
idis  yo'A'-s,  in  bitterhefs  of  foul  preferr'd  3 

The 
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The  wrath  appeas'd,  by  happy  figns  declares,  295; 

And  gives  the  people  to  theii-  monarch's  prayers. 

His  eagle,  {acred  bird  of  Heaven  !  he  fent, 

A  fawn  his  talons  trufs'd  (divine  portent!) 

High  o'er  the  wondering  holls  he  foar'd  above. 

Who  paid  their  vows  to  Panomphsean  Jove;  300 

Then  let  the  prey  before  his  altar  fall. 

The  Greeks  beheld,  and  tranfport  feiz'd  on  all : 

Encourag'd  by  the  fign,  the  troops  revive. 

And  fierce  on  Troy  with  double  fury  drive. 

Ty-dides  firft  of  all  the  Grecian  force,  305" 

O'er  the  broad  ditch  impell'd  his  foaming  horfe, 

Pierc'd  the  deep  ranks,  their  ftrongeft  battle  tore. 

And  dy'd  his  javelin  red  with  Trojan  gore. 

Young  Agelalis  (Phradmon  was  his  fire) 

With  flying  courfers  finm'd  his  dreadful  ire  :  310 

Struck  through  the  back,  the  Phrygian  fell  oppreft  ; 

The  dart  drove  on,  and  iflued  at  his  breaft  : 

Headlong  he  quits  the  car;  his  arms  refound  : 

His  ponderous  buckler  thunders  on  the  ground. 

Fortli  rufh  a  tide  of  Greeks,  the  paffage  freed  ;        315 

Th'  Atridse  firft,  th'  Ajaces  next  fucceed  : 

Meriones,  like  Mars  in  arms  renown'd, 

And  god-like  Idomen,  now  pafs'd  the  mound : 

Evamon's  fon  next  ilTues  to  the  foe. 

And  laft,  young  Teucer  with  his  bended  bow.        320 

Secure  behind  the  Telamonian  fhield 

The  (kilful  archer  wide  furvey'd  the  field. 

With  every  fhaft  fome  hoftileviftim  flew, 

Then  clofc  beneath  the  feveii-fold  orb  v.'ithdrew  ; 

The 
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The  confcious  infant  fo,  when  fear  alarms,  32*5 

Retires  for  fafety  to  the  mother's  arms. 

Thus  Ajax  guards  his  brother  in  the  field. 

Moves  as  he  moves,  and  turns  the  fliining  fhield. 

Who  firll  by  Teucer's  mortal  arrows  bled  ? 

Orfilochus ;  then  fell  Ormenus  dead :  330 

The  god-like  Lycophon  next  prefs'd  the  plain. 

With  Chromius,  Dstor,  Opheleftes  flain : 

Bold  HamopHon  breathlefs  funk  to  ground  ; 

The  bloody  pile  great  Menalippus  crown>'d. 

Heaps  fell  on  heaps,  fad  trophies  of  his  art,  335 

A  Trojan  ghoft  attended  every  dart. 

Great  Agamemnon  views  with  joyful  eye 

The  ranks  grow  thinner  as  his  arrows  fly  r 

Oh  youth  for  ever  dear !  (the  monarch  cry'd) 

Thus,  always  thus,  thy  early  worth  be  try 'dj  340      ; 

Thy  brave  example  fhall  retrieve  our  hoft. 

Thy  country's  fa\'iour,  and  thy  father's  boaft ! 

Sprung  from  an  alien's  bed  thy  fire  to  grace. 

The  vigorous  offspring  of  a  ftol'n  embrace. 

Proud  of  his  boy,  he  own'd  the  generous  flame,       345 

And  the  brave  fon  repays  his  cares  with  fame. 

Now  hear  a  monarch's  vow  :  If  Heaven's  high  Powers 

Give  me  to  raze  Troy's  long-defended  towers; 

Whatever  treafures  Greece  for  me  defign. 

The  next  rich  honorary  gift  be  thine  r  350 

Som.e  golden  tripod,  or  diftinguifh'dcar. 

With  courfers  dreadful  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 

Orfome  fair  captive  whom  thy  eyes  approve. 

Shall  recorapence  the  warriour*s  toils  with  love, 

1  To 
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To  this  the  chief:  With  praife  the  reft  infpire,     355 
Vor  urge  a  foul  already  fiU'd  with  fire. 
^■Vhat  ilrength  I  have,  be  now  in  battle  try'd. 
Till  every  fhaft  in  Phrygian  blood  be  dy'd. 
Since  rallying  from  our  wall  we  fore 'd  the  foe. 
Still  aim'd  at  Heftor  have  I  bent  my  bow  ;  360 

Eight  forky  arrows  from  this  hand  have  fled. 
And  eight  bold  heroes  by  their  points  lie  dead  i 
But  fure  fome  God  denies  me  to  defiiroy 
This  fury  of  the  field,  this  dog  of  Troy. 

He  faid,  and  twang'd  the  firing.    The  weapon  flie» 
At  Heflor's  bread,  and  fmgs  along  the  fkies  : 
He  mifs'd  the  mark'd ;  but  pierc'd  Gorgythio's  heart. 
And  drench'd  in  royal  blood  the  thirfty  dart. 
(FairCaftianira,  nymph  of  form  divine. 
This  offspring  added  to  king  Priam's  line.)  ^-ja 

As  full-blown  poppies,  overcharg'd  with  rain. 
Decline  the  head,  and  drooping  kifs  the  plain  : 
So  finks  the  youth  :  his  beauteous  head,  depreft 
Beneath  his  helm.et,  drops  upon  his  breaft. 
Another  fhaft  the  raging  archer  drew  :  3-^^ 

That  other  fhaft  with  erring  fury  flew, 
(From  Heftor  Phoebus  turn'd  the  flying  woundj 
Yet  fell  not  dry  or  guiltlefs  to  the  ground  ; 
Thy  breaft,  brave  Archeptolemus  I  it  tore. 
And  dipt  its  feathers  in  no  vulgar  gore.  380 

Headlong  he  falls :  his  fudden  fall  alarms 
ITie  fleeds,  that  fl:artle  at  his  founding  arms» 
Heftor  with  grief  his  charioteer  beheld, 
All  pale  and  breathlefs  on  the  fanguinc  field* 

Tken 
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Then  bids  Cebriones  direft  the  rein,  38^ 

Quits  his  bright  car,  and  ifiues  on  the  plain. 

]3readful  he  fhouts  :  from  earth  a  ftone  he  took. 

And  rulh'd  on  Teucer  with  the  lifted  rock. 

The  youth  already  ftrain'd  the  forceful  yew : 

The  (haft  already  to  his  fhoulder  drew  :  390 

The  feather  in  his  hand,  juft  wing'd  for  flight, 

Touch'd  where  the  neck  and  hollow  cheft  unite ; 

There,  where  the  junflure  knits  the  channel  bone. 

The  furious  chief  difcharg'd  the  craggy  Hone; 

The  bow-ftring  burfl  beneath  the  ponderous  blow,    395; 

And  his  numb'd  hand  difmifs'd  the  ufelefs  bow. 

He  fell :  but  Ajax  his  broad  Hiield  display 'd. 

And  fcreen'd  his  brother  with  a  mighty  fhade ; 

Till  great  Alaftor,  and  Meclftheus,  bore 

The  batter'd  archer  groaning  to  the  fliore.  400 

Troy  yet  found  grace  before  th'  Olympian  Sire, 
He  arm'd  their  hands,  and  fill'd  their  breafts  with  fire. 
The  Greeks,  repuls'd,  retreat  behind  their  wall. 
Or  in  the  trench  on  heaps  confus'dly  fall. 
Firft  of  the  foe,  great  Heftor  march'd  along,  405 

With  terrour  cloath'd,  and  more  than  mortal  ftrong. 
As  the  bold  hound,  that  gives  the  lion  chace. 
With  beating  bofom,  and  with  eager  pace. 
Hangs  on  his  haunch,  or  faftens  on  his  heels. 
Guards  as  he  turns,  and  circles  as  he  wheels  :  410 

Thus  oft  the  Grecians  turn'd,  butftill  they  flew; 
Thus  following  Heftor  ftill  the  hindmofl:  flew. 
WTien  flying  they  had  pafs'd  the  trench  profound. 
And  many- a  chief  lay  gafping  on  the  ground; 

Before 
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Before  the  fhips  a  defperate  ftand  they  made,  4 !  5 

And  fir'd  the  troops,  and  call'd  the  Gods  to  aid. 
Fierce  on  his  rattling  chariot  Hector  came ; 
His  eyes  like  Gorgon  fliot  a  fanguine  flame 
That  wither'd  all  their  hoft  :  like  Mars  he  flood  ; 
Dire  as  the  monller,  dreadful  as  the  God!  420 

Their  llrong  diftrcfs  the  wife  of  Jove  furvey'd ; 
Then  penfive  thus,  to  War's  triumphant  Maid  : 

Oh  daughter  of  that  God,  vvhofe  arm  can  wield 
Th'  avenging  bolt,  and  fhalie  the  fable  fliield .' 
Now,  in  this  moment  of  her  laft  defpair,  42  c 

Shall  wretched  Greece  no  more  confefs  our  care, 
Condemn'd  to  fufFer  the  full  force  of  fate. 
And  drain  the  dregs  of  Heaven's  relentlefs  hate  ? 
Gods !  fhall  one  raging  hand  thus  level  all  ? 
What  numbers  fell !  what  numbers  yet  fhall  fall !     430 
What  power  divine  fhall  Hedor's  wrath  affuage  ? 
Still  fwells  the  flaughter,  and  flill  grows  the  rage ! 

So  fpake  th'  imperial  Regent  of  the  fkies. 
To  whom  the  Goddefs  v/ith  the  azure  eyes ; 
Long  fincehad  Heftor  ftain'd  thefe  fields  with  gore> 
Stretch'd  by  fome  Argive  on  his  native  fliore ; 
But  He  above,  the  Sire  of  Heaven,  withltands. 
Mocks  our  attempts,  and  flights  our  juft  demands. 
The  flubborn  God,  inflexible  and  hard. 
Forgets  my  fervice  and  deferv'd  reward  :  443 

Sav'd  I,  for  this,  his  favourite  *  fon  diftrefs'd. 
By  fliern  Euriftheus  with  long  labours  prefs'd? 
Hebegg'd,  with  tears  he  begg'd,  in  deep  difmay; 
I  fliot  from  heaven,  and  gave  his  arm  the  day. 

Oh 
*  Hercules, 
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'Oh  had  my  wifdom  known  this  dire  event,  44 f- 

When  to  grim  Pluto's  gloomy  gates  he  went ; 
The  triple  dog  had  never  felt  his  chain. 
Nor  Styx  been  crofs'd,  nor  hell  explor'd  in  vain. 
Averfe  to  me  of  all  his  heaven  of  Gods, 
At  Thetis'  fuit  the  partial  Thunderer  nods.  450 

To  grace  her  gloomy,  fierce,  refenting  fon. 
My  hopes  are  fruftrate,  and  my  Greeks  undone. 
Some  future  day,  perhaps,  he  may  be  mov'd 
To  call  his  blue-ey'd  Maid  his  beft  belov'd. 
Hafle,  launch  thy  chariot,  thro'  yon  ranks  to  ride ;    45^ 
Myfelf  will  arm,  and  thunder  at  thy  fide. 
Then,  Goddefs !  fay,  (hall  Heftor  glory  then, 
(That  terrour  of  the  Greeks,  that  Man  of  men) 
When  Juno's  felf,  and  Pallas  fhall  appear. 
All  dreadful  in  the  crimfon  walks  of  war !        '         460 
WTiat  mighty  Trojan  then,  on  yonder  fnore. 
Expiring,  pale,  and  terrible  no  more. 
Shall  feaft  the  fowls,  and  glut  the  dogs  with  gore  ? 
She  ceas'd,  and  Juno  rein'd  the  fteeds  with  care  ; 
.(Heaven's  awful  emprefs,  Saturn's  other  heir)         465 
Pallas,  meanwhile,  her  various  veil  unbound, 
Withflowers.adorn'd,  with  art  immortal  crown'd  ; 
The  radiant  robe  her  facred  fingers  wove 
Floats  in  rich  waves,  and  fpreads  the  court  of  Jove. 
Her  father's  arms  her  mighty  limbs  invell,  470 

His  cuirafs  blazes  on  her  ample  bread. 
The  vigorous  power  the  trembling  car  afcends; 
Shook  by  her  arm,  the  mafly  javelin  bends ; 
Huge,  ponderous,  ftrong!  that,  when  her  fury  burns, 
P-roud  tyrants  humbles,  and  whole  holts  o'ertums.    47^ 

Saturnia 
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Saturnia  lends  the  lafh  ;  the  courfers  fly  ; 
Smooth  glides  the  chariot  through  the  liquid  Iky. 
Heaven's  gates  fpontaneous  open  to  the  Powers, 
Heaven's  golden  gates,  Icept  by  the  winged  Hours. 
Commiffion'd  in  alternate  watch  they  ftand,  480 

The  fun's  bright  portals  and  the  flcies  command; 
Clofe,  or  unfold,  th'  eternal  gates  of  day. 
Bar  heaven  with  clouds,  or  roll  thofe  clouds  away. 
The  founding  hinges  ring,  the  clouds  divide ; 
Prone  down  the  fteep  of  heaven  their  courfe  they  guide. 
But  Jove  incens'd,  from  Ida's  top  furvey'd. 
And  thus  enjoin'd  the  many-coiour'd  Maid  : 

Thaumantia!  mount  the  winds,  and  ftop  their  car ; 
Againft  the  Higheft  who  (hall  wage  the  war  ? 
If  furious  yet  they  dare  the  vain  debate,  499^ 

Thus  have  I  fpoke,  and  what  I  fpeak  is  Fate. 
Their  courfers  cruih'd  beneath  the  wheel  fhall  He, 
Their  car  in  fragments  fcatter'd  o'er  the  Iky ; 
My  lightning  thefe  rebellious  fhall  confound. 
And  hurl  them  flaming,  headlong  to  the  ground.    493; 
Condemn'd  for  ten  revolving  years  to  weep 
The  wounds  im.piefs'd  by  burning  thunder  deep. 
So  fhall  Minerva  learn  to  fear  our  ire. 
Nor  dare  to  combat  her's  and  nature's  Sire. 
For  Juno,  headflrong  and  imperious  ftill,  ^■CO 

She  claims  fome  title  to  tranfgrefs  our  will. 

Swift  as  the  wind,  the  various -colour 'd  Maid 
From  Ida's  top  her  golden  wings  difplay'd  ; 
To  great  Olympus'  fhining  gates  Ihe  flies. 
There  meets  the  chariot  ruflinng  down  the  flcies,       50  j 

Reftrains 
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Retrains  their  progrefs  from  the  bright  abodes. 
And  fpeaks  the  mandate  of  the  Sire  of  Gods, 

What  frenzy,  GoddefTes !  what  rage  can  move 
Celeftial  minds  to  tempt  the  wrath  of  Jove  ? 
Defift,  obedient  to  his  high  command  ;  510 

This  is  his  word  :  and  know,  his  word  (hall  ftand. 
His  lightning  your  rebellion  Ihall  confound. 
And  hurl  you  headlong,  flaming  to  the  ground  : 
Your  horfes  crufh'd  beneath  the  wheels  fliall  lie. 
Your  car  in  fragments  fcatter'd  o'er  the  Iky  :  515 

Yourfelves  condemn'd  ten  rolling  years  to  weep 
The  wounds  imprcfs'd  by  burning  thunder  deep. 
So  fhall  Minerva  learn  to  fear  his  ire. 
Nor  dare  to  combat  her's  and  nature's  Sire. 
For  Juno,  headftrong  and  imperious  ftill,  520 

She  claims  fome  title  to  tranfgrefs  his  will. 
But  thee  what  defperate  infolence  has  driven. 
To  lift  thy  lance  againft  the  King  of  heaven  ? 
Then,  mounting  on  the  pinions  of  the  wind. 
She  flew ;  and  Juno  thus  her  rage  refign'd  :  ^2^ 

O  daughter  of  that  God,  whofe  arm  can  wield 
Th'  avensine  bolt,  and  fhake  the  dreadful  fliield  ! 
No  more  let  beings  of  fuperiour  birth 
Contend  with  Jove  for  this  low  race  of  earth  ; 
Triumphant  now,  now  miferably  flain,  530 

They  breathe  or  perifh  as  the  Fates  ordain. 
But  Jove's  high  counfcls  full  effect  fnall  find  } 
And,  ever  conftant,  ever  rule  mankind. 

She  fpoke,  and  backward  turn'd  her  Heeds  of  light, 
A4orn'd  with  manes  of  gold,  and  heavenly  bright. 

The 
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ho  hours  unloos'd  them,  panting  as  they  ftood, 
\nd  heap'd  their  mangers  with  ambrofial  food. 
':  i:ere  ty'd,  they  reft  in  high  celeitial  ftalls; 
c  chariot  propt  againfc  the  chryftal  walls, 
hie  penfive  Goddefles,  abafh'd,  control'd,  540 

Mix  with  the  Gods,  and  fdl  their  feats  of  gold. 
And  now  the  Thunderer  meditates  his  flight 
com  Ida's  fummits  to  th'  Olympian  height, 
-  ifter  than  thought  the  wheels  inftindive  fly, 
>  iame  through  the  vaft  of  air,  and  reach  the  fkv.     ^^c 
'  .'was  Neptune's  charge  his  courfers  to  unbrace, 
..A  fix  the  car  on  its  immortal  bafe ; 
iiere  ftood  the  chariot,  beaming  forth  its  rays, 
ill  with  a  fnowy  veil  he  fcreen'd  the  blaze. 
':,  whofe  all-confcious  eyes  the  world  behold,       550 
i'h'  eternal  Thunderer  fat  thron'd  in  gold  ; 
High  heaven  the  footftool  of  his  feet  he  makes, 
\iid  wide  beneath  him  all  Olympus  Ihakes. 
rremblingafar  th' offending  Powers  appear 'd, 
iifus"d  andfilent,  for  his  frown  they  fear'd.       •  55-^ 
c  faw  their  foul,  and  thus  his  word  imparts: 
Pallas  and  Juno !  fay,  why  heave  your  hearts  ? 
Soon  was  your  battle  o'er:  proud  Troy  retir'd 
Before  your  face,  and  in  your  wrath  expir'd. 
Eut  know,  v/hce'er  almighty  power  withftand  !        ^60 
Unmatch'd  our  force,  unconquer'd  is  our  hand  : 
Who  fliall  the  Sovereign  of  tlie  (kies  controul  ? 
Not  all  the  Gods  that  crown  the  ftarry  pole. 
Your  hearts  ftiall  tremble,  if  cur  arms  we  take. 
And  each  immortal  nerve  with  horrour  {hake.  5-65' 

Vol.  XLVIII.  S  For 
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For  thus  I  fpeak,  and  what  I  fpeak  fhall  ftand; 
What  power  foe'er  proA'okes  our  lifted  hand. 
On  this  our  hill  no  more  fnall  hold  his  place ; 
Cut  ofF,  and  exil'd,  from  th'  ethereal  race. 

Juno  and  Pallas,  grieving,  hear  the  doom,  570 

But  feaft  their  fouls  on  Ilion's  woes  to  come. 
Though  fecret  anger  fwell'd  Minerva's  breaft. 
The  prudent  Goddefs  yet  her  wrath  repreft : 
But  Juno,  impotent  of  rage,  replies: 
What  haft  thou  faid.  Oh  tyrant  of  the  flcies !  57^ 

Strength  and  omnipotence  inveft  thy  throne ; 
'Tis  thine  to  puniin ;  ours  to  grieve  alone. 
For  Greece  we  grieve,  abandoned  by  her  fate. 
To  drink  the  dregs  of  thy  unmeafur'd  hate: 
From  fields  forbidden  we  fubmifs  refrain,  580' 

With  arms  unaiding  fee  our  Argives  flain  ; 
Yet  grant  our  counfels  ftill  their  breafts  may  move. 
Left  all  (hould  perifti  in  the  rage  of  Jove. 

The  Goddefs  thus.     And  thus  the  God  replies: 
Who  fwells  the  clouds,  and  blackens  all  the  ikies :  585 
The  morning  fun,  awak'd  by  loud  alarms. 
Shall  fee  th'  Almighty  Thunderer  in  arms. 
What  heaps  of  Argives  then  fhall  load  the  plain, 
Thofe  radiant  eyes  fhall  view,  and  view  in  vain. 
Nor  fhall  great  Heftor  ceafe  the  rage  of  fight,         590 
The  navy  flaming,  and  thy  Greeks  inflight, 
Ev'n  till  the  day,  when  certain  fates  ordain  1 

That  ftern  Achilles  (his  Patroclus  flain)  V 

Shall  rife  in  vengeance,  and  lay  watle  the  plain.         J 
For  fuch  is  fate,  nor  canft  thou  turn  its  courfe  595 

With  all  thy  rage,  with  all  thy  rebel  force. 

2  Fly 
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Fly,  if  thou  wilt,  to  earth's  remotefl  bound, 
"Where  on  her  utmoft  verge  the  feas  refound  ; 
Where  curs'd  lapetus  and  Saturn  dwell. 
Fall  by  the  brink,  within  the  fleams  of  hell;  600 

No  fun  e'er  gilds  the  gloomy  horrours  there; 
No  chearful  gales  refrefli  the  lazy  air ; 
There  arm  once  more  the  bold  Titanian  band ; 
And  arm  in  vain ;  for  what  I  will  fhali  ftand. 

Now  deep  in  ocean  funk  the  lamp  of  light,  60^ 

And  drew  behind  the  cloudy  veil  of  night : 
The  conquering  Trojans  mourn  his  beams  decay 'd; 
The  Greeks,  rejoicing,  blefs  the  friendly  ihade. 

The  riftors  keep  the  field ;  and  Heftor  calls 
A  martial  council  near  the  navy  walls :  610 

Thefe  to  Scamander's  banks  apart  he  led. 
Where,  thinly  fcatter'd,  lay  the  heaps  of  dead. 
Th'  affembled  chiefs,  defcending  on  the  ground. 
Attend  his  order,  and  their  prince  furround. 
A  mafly  fpear  he  bore  of  mighty  Ihcngth,  6 1 5 

Of  full  ten  cubits  was  the  lance's  length ; 
The  point  was  brafs,  refulgent  to  behold, 
Fix'd  to  the  wood  with  circling  rings  of  gold ; 
The  noble  Hesflor  on  this  lauce  recliu'd. 
And,  bending  forward,  thus  reveal'd  his  mind  ;      620 

Ye  valiant  Trojans,  with  attention  hear! 
Ye  Dardan  bands,  and  generous  aids,  give  ear! 
This  day,  we  hop'd,  would  wrap  in  conquering  flame 
Greece  with  her  Ihips,  and  crown  our  toils  with  fame. 
But  darknefs  now,  to  fave  the  cowards,  falls,         62.5 
And  guards  them  trem.bling  in  their  wooden,  v/alls. 

S  i  Obey 
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Obey  the  Night,  and  ufe  her  peaceful  hours 
Our  fteeds  to  forage,  and  refrefh  our  powers. 
Straight  from  the  town  be  fheep  and  oxen  fought. 
And   ftrcngthening    bread,    and    generous    wine    be 
brought.  630 

Wide  o'er  the  field,  high  blazing  to  the  Iky, 
Let  numerous  fires  the  abfent  fun  fupply. 
The  flaming  piles  with  plenteous  fuel  raife. 
Till  the  bright  morn  her  purple  beam  difplays; 
Left,  in  the  filence  and  the  fhades  of  night,  655 

Greece  on  her  fable  (hips  attempt  her  flight. 
Not  unmolefted  let  the  wretches  gain 
Their  lofty  decks,  or  fafely  cleave  the  main ; 
Some  hoftile  wound  let  every  dart  brftow. 
Some  lafting  token  of  the  Phrygian  foe ;  640 

Wounds,  that  lorsg  hence  may  afs  their  fpoufes'  care, 
And  warn  their  children  from  a  Trojan  war. 
Now  through  the  circuit  of  our  Ilion  wall. 
Let  facred  heralds  found  the  folemn  call ; 
To  bid  the  fires  with  hoary  honours  crown'd,  645 

And  beardlefs  youths,  our  battlements  furround. 
Firm  be  the  guard,  while  diftant  lie  our  powers. 
And  let  the  matrons  hang  with  lights  the  towers  : 
Left,  under  cover  of  the  midnight  fhade, 
Th'  infidious  foe  the  naked  town  invade.  650 

Suffice,  to-night,  thefe  orders  to  obey; 
A  nobler  charge  fhall  rouze  the  dawning  day. 
The  Gods,  Itruft,  fhall  give  to  Heftor's  hand. 
From  thefe  detefted  foes  to  free  the  land. 
Who  plow'd,  with  fates  averfe,  the  watery  way ;.    6^^ 
For  Trojan  vultures  a  predeftin'd  prey. 

Our 
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Our  common  fafety  muft  be  now  the  care ; 

Eut  foon  as  morning  paints  the  fields  of  air, 

Sheath'd  in  bright  arms  let  every  troop  engage. 

And  the  fir'd  fleet  behold  the  battle  rage,  660 

Then,  then  fhall  Hedor  and  Tydides  prove, 

W'hofe  fates  are  heavieft  in  the  fcales  of  Jove  : 

To-morrow's  light  (oh  haile  the  glorious  morn ! ) 

Shall  fee  his  bloody  fpoils  in  triumph  borne ; 

With  this  keen  javelin  fhall  his  breaft  be  gor'd,        65 ^ 

And  prcftrate  heroes  bleed  around  their  lord. 

Certain  as  this,  oh !  might  my  days  endure. 

From  age  inglorious,  and  black  death  fecure ; 

So  might  my  life  and 'glory  know  no  bound. 

Like  Pallas  worfnipp'd,  lilce  the  fun  renown 'd!        670 

As  the  next  dawn,  the  laft  they  (liall  enjoy. 

Shall  crufh  the  Greeks,  and  end  the  v/oes  of  Troy. 

The  leader  fpoke.     From  all  his  hoft  around 
Shouts  of  applaufe  along  the  fiiores  refound. 
Each  from  the  yoke  thefmoking  fleeds  unty'd,         675 

And  fix'd  their  headftalls  to  his  chariot  fide. 

Fat  fneep  and  oxen  from  the  town  are  led, 

With  generous  wine,  and  all-fultaining  bread. 

P'ull  hecatombs  lay  burning  on  the  fhore; 

The  winds  to  heaven  the  curling  vapours  bore.        6S0 

Ungrateful  offering  to  th'  immortal  powers! 

Whofe  wrath  hung  heavy  o'er  the  Trojan  towers ; 

Nor  Priam  nor  his  fons  obtain'd  their  grace; 

Proud  Troy  they  hated,  and  her  guilty  race. 

The  troops  exulting  fat  in  order  round,  685 

And  beaming  fires  illumined  all  the  ground-, 

S3  As 
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As  when  the  moon,  refulgent  lamp  of  night ! 

O'er  heaven's  clear  azure  fprcads  herfacred  light. 

When  not  a  breath  difturbs  the  deep  ferene. 

And  not  a  cloud  o'ercafts  the  folemn  fcene ;  690 

Around  her  throne  the  vivid  planets  roll. 

And  f!ars  unnumber'd  gild  the  glowing  pole; 

O'er  the  dark  trees  a  yellower  verdure  fhed. 

And  tip  with  filver  every  mountain's  head ; 

Then  Ihine  the  vales,  the  rocks  in  profpeft  rife, 

A  flood  of  glory  burils  from  all  the  fkies :  6g^ 

The  confcious  fwains,  rejoicing  in  the  fight. 

Eve  the  blue  vault,  and  blefs  the  ufeful  light : 

ho  many  flames  before  proud  Ilion  blaze. 

And  lighten  glimmering  Xanthus  with  their  rays  : 

The  long  reflexions  of  the  diftant  fires  700 

Gleam  on  the  walls,  and  tremble  on  the  fpires. 

A  thoufand  piles  the  dulky  horrours  gild. 

And  fhoot  a  fhady  luftre  o'er  the  field. 

Full  fifty  guards  each  flaming  pile  attend, 

Whofe  umber'd  arms,  by  fits,  thick  flaflies  fend  ;       yo^ 

Loud  neigh  the  courfers  o'er  their  heaps  of  corn ; 

And  ardent  warriours  wait  the  rifing  morn. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  EmbafTy  to  Achilles. 

AGAMEMNON,  after  the  laft  day's  defeat,  propofes 
to  the  Greeks  to  quit  tlie  fiege,  and  returato  their 
coiintiy.  Diomed  oppofes  this ;  and  Neftor  feconds 
him,  pr:iifing  his  wifdom  and  refolution  :  he  orders 
the  guard  to  be  ftrengthencd,  and  a  council  fummoned 
to  deliberate  wliat  meafures  are  to  be  followed  in 
this  emergency.  Agamemnon  purfues  this  advice  : 
and  Neftor  farther  prevails  upon  him  to  fend  Am- 
baffadors  to  Achilles,  in  order  to  move  him  to  a  re- 
conciliation. Ulyffes  and  Ajax  are  made  choice  of, 
who  are  accompanied  by  old  Phoenix.  They  make, 
each  of  them,  very  moving  and  preffing  fpeeches ;. 
but  are  rejefted,  with  roughnefs,  by  Achilles,  who, 
notwithftanding,  retains  Phoenix  in  his  tent.  The 
Ambafiadors  return  unfuccefsfully  to  the  camp  ;  and 
the  troops  betake  themfelves  to  fieep. 

I'his  book,  and  the  next  following,  take  up  the 
fpace  of  one  night,  which  is  the  twenty-feventh  from 
the  beginning  of  the  poem.  The  fcene  lies  on  the 
fea-lliore,  theftation  of  the  Grecian  fhips. 
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THUS  joyful  Troy  maintain'd  the  watch  cf  night  5 
While  fear,  pale  comrade  of  inglorious  flight. 
And  heaven-bred  horrour,  on  the  Grecian  part. 
Sat  on  each  face,  and  fadden"d  every  heart. 
As,  from  its  cloudy  dungeon  ifTuing  forth,  ^ 

A  double  tempeft  of  the  vi'eft  and  north 
Swells  o'er  the  fea,  from  Thracia's  frozen  fliore. 
Heaps  waves  on  waves,  and  bids  th'  ^Egean  roar; 
This  way  and  that,  the  boiling  deeps  are  toft ; 
Such  various  paffions  urge  the  troubled  hoft.  lO 

Great  Agamemnon  griev'd  above  the  reft; 
Superiour  forrows  fwell'd  his  royal  breaft; 
Himfelf  his  orders  to  the  heralds  bears. 
To  bid  to  council  all  the  Grecian  peers; 
But  bid  in  v/hifpers :  thefe  furround  the  chief,  15 

In  folemn  fadnefs,  and  majeftic  grief. 
The  king  amidft  the  mournful  circle  rofe; 
Down-  his  wan  cheek  a  briny  torrent  flows : 
So  filent  fountains,  from  a  rock's  tall  head. 
In  fable  ftreams  foft-trickling  waters  fhed.  20 

With  more  than  vulgar  grief  he  ftood  oppreft. 
Words,  mix'd  with  fighs,  thus  burfting  from  his  breaft  ; 

Ye 
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Ye  fons  of  Greece  !  partake  your  leader's  care ; 
Fellows  in  arms,  and  princes  of  the  war! 
Of  partial  Jove  too  juftly  we  complain,  25 

And  heavenly  oracles  believ'd  in  vain. 
A  fafe  return  was  promis'd  to  our  toils. 
With  conqueft  hono'jr'd,  and  enrich "d  with  fpolls : 
Now  fhameful  flight  alone  can  fave  the  hoft ; 
Our  wealth,  our  people,  and  our  glory  loft.  30 

So  Jove  decrees.     Almighty  Lord  of  all! 
Jove,  at  whofe  nod  v.-hole  empires  rife  or  fall. 
Who  fhakes  the  feeble  props  of  human  truft. 
And  towers  and  armies  humbles  to  the  duft. 
Hafte  then,  for  ever  quit  thefe  fatal  fields,  35 

Hafte  to  the  joys  our  native  country  yields; 
Spread  all  your  canvas,  all  your  oars  employ ; 
Nor  hope  the  fall  of  heaven-defended  Troy. 

He  faid  ;  deep  filence  held  the  Grecian  band, 
Silent,  unmov'd,  in  dire  difmay  they  ftand,  40 

A  penfrve  fcene  !  till  Tydeus'  warlike  fon 
Roll'd  on  the  king  his  eyes,  and  thus  begun : 

When  kings  advife  us  to  renounce  our  fame, 
Firft  let  him  fpeak,  who  firft  has  fuffer'd  (hame. 
If  I  oppofe  thee,  prince,  thy  wrath  v/ith-hold,  4J 

The  laws  of  council  bid  my  tongue  be  bold. 
Thou  firft,  and  thou  alone,  in  fields  of  fight, 
Durft  brand  my  courage,  and  defame  my  might : 
Nor  from  a  friend  th'  unkind  reproach  appear 'd. 
The  Greeks  ftood  witnefs,  all  our  army  heard.  jo 

The  Gods,  O  chief!  from  whom  our  honours  fpring. 
The  Gods  have  made  thee  but  bv  halves  a  king. 

Thev 
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They  gave  thee  fceptres,  and  a  wide  command, 
1  hey  gave  dominion  o'er  the  feas  and  land  ; 
The  nobleft  power  that  might  the  world  controul      j  j 
They  gave  thee  not — a  brave  and  virtuous  foul. 
Is  this  a  general's  voice,  that  would  fuggeft 
Fears  like  his  own  to  every  Grecian  bread  ? 
Confiding  in  our  want  of  worth,  he  ftands ; 
And  if  we  fly,  'tis  what  our  king  commands.  60 

Go  thou,  inglorious !  from  th'  embattled  plain ; 
Ships  thou  haft  ftore,  and  neareft  to  the  main ; 
A  nobler  care  the  Grecians  (hall  employ. 
To  combat,  conquer,  and  extirpate  Troy. 
Here  Greece  (hall  Hay  ;  or,  if  all  Greece  retire,       65 
Myfelf  will  ftay,  till  Troy  or  I  expire; 
Myfelf  and  Sthenelus  will  fight  for  fame; 
God  bade  us  fight,  and  'twas  with  God  we  came. 
He  ceas'd ;  the  Greeks  loud  acclamations  raife. 
And  voice  to  voice  refounds  Tydides  praife.  70 

Wife  Neftor  then  his  reverend  figure  rear'd ; 
He  fpoke ;  the  hoft  in  ftill  attention  heard  : 
O  truly  great!  in  whom  the  Gods  have  join'd 
Such  ftrength  of  body  with  fuch  force  of  mind ; 
In  conduft,  as  in  courage,  you  excel,  75 

Still  firft  to  aft  what  you  advife  fo  well. 
Thofe  wholefome  counfels  which  thy  wifdom  moves. 
Applauding  Greece,  with  common  voice,  approves. 
Kings  thou  canft  blame;  a  bold,  but  prudent  youth  ; 
And  blame  ev'n  kings  with  praife,  becaufe  with  truth. 
And  yet  thofe  years  that  fmce  thv  birth  have  run. 
Would  hardly  (tyle  thee  Neftor's  youngeft  fon. 

Then 
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Then  let  me  add  what  yet  remains  behind, 

A  thought  unSnifh'd  in  that  generous  mind; 

Age  bids  me  fpeak;  nor  fhall  th'  advice  I  bring         8  j 

Diftafte  the  people,  or  offend  the  king  : 

Curs'd  is  the  man,  and  void  of  law  and  right. 
Unworthy  property,  unworthy  light. 
Unfit  for  public  rule,  or  private  care ; 
That  wretch,  that  monfler,  who  delights  in  war  :     90 
\Vhofe  luft  is  murder,  and  whofe  horrid  joy. 
To  tear  his  country,  and  his  kind  deftroy  ! 
This  night,  refrefh  and  fortify  thy  train  ; 
Eetv/een  the  trench  and  v/all  let  guards  remain  : 
Ee  that  the  duty  of  the  young  and  bold  ;  9- 

Eut  thou,  O  king,  to  council  call  the  old  : 
Great  is  thy  fway,  and  weighty  are  thy  cares ; 
Thy  high  commands  mull  fpirit  all  our  wars. 
With  Thracian  wines  recruit  thy  honour'd  guefts. 
For  happy  counfels  flow  from  fober  feafts.  100 

Wife,  weighty  counfels,  aid  a  ftate  diftreft. 
And  fuch  a  monarch  as  can  chufe  the  beft. 
See !  what  a  blaze  from  hoftile  tents  afpires. 
How  near  our  fleet  approach  the  Trojan  fires ! 
Who  can,  unmov'd,  behold  the  dreadful  light  ?        105 
What  eye  beholds  them,  and  can  clofe  to-night  ? 
This  dreadful  interval  determines  all ; 
To-morrovv,  Troy  muft  flame,  or  Greece  mufl  fall. 

Thus  fpoke  the  hoary  fage  :  the  reft  obey ; 
Swift  through  the  gates  the  guards  direft  their  way. 
His  fon  was  firil  "to  pafs  the  lofty  mound. 
The  generous  Thrafyraed,  in  arms  renown'd ; 

Next 
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Next  him,  Afcalaphus,  lalmen,  flood. 
The  double  offspring  of  the  Warriour-God. 
Deipyrus,  Apharius,  Merion,  join,  1:^ 

And  Ly corned,  of  Creon's  noble  line. 
Seven  were  the  leaders  of  the  nightly  bands  ; 
And  each  bold  chief  a  hundred  fpears  commands. 
The  fires  they  light,  to  fhort  repafts  they  fall ; 
Some  line  the  trench,  and  others  man  the  wall.        120 

The  king  of  men  on  public  counfels  bent, 
Conven'd  the  princes  in  his  ample  tent ; 
Each  feiz'd  a  portion  of  the  kingly  feaft. 
But  ftaid  his  hand  when  thirft  and  hunger  csas'd. 
Then  Neflor  fpoke,  for  wifdom  long  approv'd,       125 
And,  flowly  rifing,  thus  the  council  mov'd: 

Monarch  of  nations!  whofe  fuperiour  fway 
Aflembled  ftates  and  lords  of  earth  obey. 
The  laws  and  fceptres  to  thy  hand  are  given. 
And  millions  own  the  care  of  thee  and  Heaven.        1 30 

0  king  !  the  counfels  of  my  age  attend  ; 
With  thee  my  cares  begin,  in  thee  rauft  end ; 
Thee,  prince!  it  fits  alike  to  fpeak  and  heaj-. 
Pronounce  with  judgment,  with  regard  give  ear. 

To  fee  no  wholefome  motion  be  withftood,  13^ 

And  ratify  the  beft  for  public  good. 

Nor,  though  a  meaner  give  advice,  repine. 

But  follow  it,  and  make  the  wifdom  thine. 

Hear  then  a  thought,  not  now  conceiv'd  in  hafce. 

At  once  my  prefent  judgment,  and  my  paft:  140 

When  from  Pelides'  tent  you  forc'd  the  maid, 

1  firlt  oppos'd,  and  faithful  durft  difTuade; 

But 
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But  bold  of  foul,  when  headlong  fury  fir'd. 

You  wrong'd  the  man,  by  men  and  Gods  admir'd  : 

Now  feek  fome  means  his  fatal  wrath  to  end,  14; 

With  prayers  to  move  him,  or  with  gifts  to  bend. 

To  whom  the  king :     With  juftice  haft  thou  Ihown 
A  prince  's  faults,  and  I  with  reafon  own. 
That  happy  man,  whom  Jove  ftill  honours  moft. 
Is  more  than  armies,  and  himfelf  an  hoft.  150 

Bleft  in  his  love,  this  wond'rous  hero  ftands ; 
Heaven  fights  his  war,  and  humbles  all  our  bands. 
Fain  would  my  heart,  which  err'd  through  frantic  rage. 
The  wrathful  chief  and  angry  Gods  affuage. 
If  gifts  immenfe  his  mighty  foul  can  bow,  155 

Hear,  all  ye  Greeks,  and  witnefs  what  I  vow : 
Ten  weighty  talents  of  the  pureft  gold. 
And  twice  ten  vafes  of  refulgent  mold  ; 
Seven  facred  tripods,  whofe  unfully'd  frame 
Yet  knows  no  office,  nor  has  felt  the  flame:  160 

Twelve  Heeds  unmatch'd  in  fleetnefs  and  in  force. 
And  ftill  viftorious  in  the  dufty  courfe ; 
(Rich  were  the  man  whofe  ample  ftores  exceed 
The  prizes  purchas'd  by  their  winged  fpeed). 
Seven  lovely  captives  of  the  Lefbian  line,  1 65 

Skill'd  in  each  art,  unmatch'd,  in  form  divine ; 
The  fame  I  chofe  for  more  than  vulgar  charms. 
When  Leftios  funk  beneath  the  hero's  arms : 
All  thefe,  to  buy  his  friendfhip,  fhall  be  paid. 
And,  join'd  with  thefe,  the  long-contefted  maid ;     170 
With  all  her  charms,  Brifeis  I  refign. 
And  folemn  fwear  thofe  charms  were  never  mine : 

Untouch'd 
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Untouch'd  (he  ftay'd,  uninjur'd  Ihe  removes. 
Pure  from  my  arms,  and  guiltlefs  of  my  loves. 
Thefe,  inftant,  fhall  be  his;  and  if  the  Powers        17^ 
Give  to  our  arms  proud  Ilion's  hollile  towers. 
Then  fhall  he  ftore  (when  Greece  the  fpoil  divides) 
With  gold  and  brafs  his  loaded  navy's  fides. 
Befides,  full  twenty  nymphs  of  Trojan  race 
With  copious  love  fhall  crown  his  warm  embrace;   1 80 
Such  as  himfelf  will  choofe ;  who  yield  to  none. 
Or  yield  to  Helen's  heavenly  charms  alone. 
Yet  hear  me  farther :  when  our  wars  are  o'er. 
If  fafe  we  land  on  Argos'  fruitful  fhore. 
There  fl^all  he  live  my  fon,  our  honours  fhare,        18^ 
And  with  Orefles'  felf  divide  my  care. 
Yet  more — three  daughters  in  my  court  are  bred. 
And  each  well  worthy  of  a  royal  bed ; 
Laodice  and  Iphigenia  fair. 

And  bright  Chryfothemis  with  golden  hair ;  i  go 

Her  let  him  choofe,  whom  moft  his  eyes  approve; 
I  a(l<:  no  prefents,  no  reward  for  love : 
My  felf  will  give  the  dower ;  fo  vafl  a  ftore 
As  never  father  gave  a  child  before. 
Seven  ample  cities  fhall  confefs  his  fway,  19  5- 

Him  Enope,  and  Phsere  him  obey, 
Cardamyle  with  ample  turrets  crown'd. 
And  facred  Pedafus  for  vines  renown'd ; 
/Epea  fair,  the  paflurcs  Hira  yields. 
And  rich  Antheia  with  her  flowery  fields :  200 

The  whole  extent  to  Pylos'  fandy  plain. 
Along  the  verdant  margin  of  the  main. 

There 
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There  heifers  graze,  and  labouring  oxen  toil ; 

Bold  are  the  men,  and  generous  is  the  foil ; 

There  fhall  he  reign  with  power  and  juftice  crown'd. 

And  rule  the  tributary  realms  around. 

All  this  I  give,  his  vengeance  to  controul. 

And  fure  all  this  may  move  his  mighty  foul. 

Pluto,  the  grifly  God,  who  never  fpares. 

Who  feels  no  mercy,  and  who  hears  no  prayers,        2 1  o 

Lives  dark  and  dreadful  in  deep  hell's  abodes. 

And  mortals  hate  him,  as  the  worft  of  Gods. 

Great  though  he  be,  it  fits  him  to  obey ; 

Since  more  than  his  my  years,  and  more  my  fway. 

The  monarch  thus.  The  reverend  Neftor  then  :     215 
Great  Agamemnon!  giorious^king  of  men ! 
Such  are  thy  offers  as  a  prince  may  take. 
And  fuch  as  fits  a  generous  king  to  make. 
Let  chofen  delegates  this  hour  be  fent, 
(Myfelf  will  name  them)  to  Pelides'  tent:  220 

Let  Phoenix  lead,  rever'd  for  hoary  age. 
Great  Ajax  next,  and  Ithacus  the  fage. 
Yet  more  to  fanflify  the  word  you  fend, 
l^et  Hodius  and  Eurybates  attend. 
Now  pray  to  Jove  to  grant  what  Greece  demands ;  225 
Pray,  in  deep  filence,  and  with  pureft  hands. 

He  faid,  and  all  approv'd.     The  heralds  bring 
The  cleanfing  water  from  the  living  fpring. 
The  youth  with  wine  the  facred  goblets  crown'd. 
And  large  libations  drench'd  the  fands  around.        230 
The  rite  performed,  the  chiefs  their  thirft  allay. 
Then  from  the  royal  tent  they  take  their  way; 

Wife 
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Wife  Neftor  turns  on  each  his  careful  eyCj 

Forbids  t'  offend,  inflrufts  them  to  apply  : 

Much  he  advis'd  them  all,  Ulyffes  moft,  255' 

To  deprecate  the  chief,  and  fave  the  hoft. 

Through  the  ftill  night  they  march,  and  hear  the  roar 

Of  murmuring  billuvs  on  the  founding  fhore. 

To  Neptune,  ruler  of  the  feas  profound, 

Whofe  liquid  arms  the  mighty  globe  furround,         240 

They  pour  forth  vows,  their  embaffy  to  blefs, 

nd  calm  the  rage  of  ftern  ^acides. 

\nd  now,  arriv'd  where  on  the  fandy  bay 
The  Myrmidonian  tents  and  veffels  lay, 
Araus'd  at  eafe,  the  god-like  man  they  found,         24 j 

Icas'd  with  the  folemn  harp's  harmonious  found  : 

:'he  well-wrought  harp  from  conquer'd  Theba;  came, 

•r  polifh'd  filver  was  its  coftly  frame)  : 
■■  Tth  this  he  fooths  his  angry  foul,  and  Tings 
Th'  immortal  deeds  of  heroes  and  of  kings.  2_ro 

Patroclus  only  of  the  royal  train, 
Plac'd  in  his  tent,  attends  the  lofty  ftrain : 
Full  oppofite  he  fate,  and  liften'd  long. 
In  filence  waiting  till  he  ceas'd  the  fong. 
Unfeen  the  Grecian  embafly  proceeds  2  c^^ 

To  his  high  tent;  the  great  Ulyffes  leads. 
Achilles,  ftarting,  as  the  chiefs  he  'Tpy'd, 
Leap'd  from  his  feat,  and  laid  the  harp  afide. 
With  like  furprize  arofe  Mencetius'  fon : 
Pelides  grafp'd  their  hands,  and  thus  begun  :  260 

Princes,  all  hail !  whatever  brought  yea  here. 
Or  ftrong  neceiTity,  or  urgent  fear; 

Vol.  XLVIIL  T  Wclccme 
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Welcome,  though  Greeks !  for  not  as  foes  ye  came; 
To  me  more-dear  than  all  that  bear  the  name. 

With  that,  the  chiefs  beneath  his  roof  he  led,        26  j 
And  plac'd  in  feats  with  purple  carpets  fpread. 
Then  thus — Patroclus.,  crown  a  larger  bowl. 
Mix  purer  v/ine,  and  open  every  foul. 
Of  all  the  warriours  yonder  hoft  can  fend. 
Thy  friend  moft  honours  thefe,  and  thefe  thy  friend.  270 

He  faid ;  Patroclus  o'er  the  blazing  fire. 
Heaps  in  a  brazen  vafe  three  chines  entire : 
The  brazen  vafe  Automedon  fuftains, 
Which  flefh  of  porket,  (heep,  and  goat,  contains : 
A-chilles  at  the  genial  feaft  prefides,  275 

The  parts  transfixes,  and  with  ikill  divides. 
Meanwhile  Patroclus  fweats  the  fire  to  raife; 
The  tent  is  brighten'd  with  the  rifing  blaze  : 
Then,  when  the  languid  flames  at  length  fubfide. 
He  ftrows  a  bed  of  glowing  embers  wide,  280 

Above  the  coals  the  fmoking  fragments  turns. 
And  fpringles  facred  fait  from  lifted  urns ; 
With  bread  the  glittering  cannlfters  they  load. 
Which  round  the  board  Menoetius'  fon  beftow'd  ; 
Kifnfelf,  oppos'd  t'  Ulyffes  full  in  fight,  285 

Each  portion  parts,  and  orders  every  rite. 
"The  firft  fat  offerings,  to  th'  Immortals  due,  | 

Amidft  the  greedy  flames  Patroclus  threw ; 
Then  each,  indulging  in  the  fecial  feaft, 
^k  thirfl:  and  hunger  foberly  repreft.  290 

That  done,  .to  Phccnix  Ajax  gave  the  fign  ; 
Not  unperceiv'd;  UlylTes  crown'd  with  wine 

The 
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J  he  foaming  bowl,  and  inftant  thus  began. 
His  fpeech  addreiTing  to  the  god-like  man  ; 

Health  to  Achilles!  happy  are  thy  guefts!  29^ 

Not  thofe  more  honour'd  whom  Atrides  feafts: 
Though  generous  plenty  crown  thy  loaded  boards. 
That  Agamemnon's  regal  tent  affords , 
B«t  greater  cares  fit  heavy  on  our  fouls. 
Not  eas'd  by  banquets  or  by  flowing  bowls.  300 

Whatfcenes  of  flaughter  in  yon  fields  appear! 
The  dead  we  mourn,  and  for  the  living  fear  ; 
Greece  on  the  brink  of  fate  all  doubtful  ftands, 
Aiid  owns  no  help  but  from  thy  faving  hands  ; 
Troy,  and  her  aids,  for  ready  vengeance  call ;         305; 
Their  threatening  tents  already  fiiade  our  wall : 
Hear  how  with  fhouts  their  conqueil  they  proclaim. 
And  point  at  every  fhip  their  vengeful  flame! 
For  them  the  Father  of  the  Gods  declares. 
Theirs  are  his  omens,  and  his  thunder  theirs.  3  to 

See,  full  of  Jove,  avenging  Heftor  rife !  1 

See,  heaven  and  earth  the  raging  chief  defies ;  r 

What  fury  in  his  breaft,  what  lightning  in  his  eyes !    ^ 
Ke  waits  but  for  the  morn,  to  fink  in  flame 
The  fhips,  the  Greeks,  and  all  the  Grecian  name.   315 
Heavens!  how  my  country's  woes  diftradl  my  mind, 
Lefl:  fate  accomplifli  all  his  rage  defign'd. 
And  muft  we,  Gods !  our  heads  inglorious  lay 
Id  Trojan  dufl,  and  this  the  fatal  day  ? 
Return,  Achilles!  oh  return,  though  late,  320 

To  fave  thy  Greeks,  and  ftop  the  courfe  of  fate ; 
If  in  that  heart  or  giief  or  courage  lies. 
Rife  to  redeem;  ah  yet,  to  conuuer,  rife! 

T2      '  The 
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The  day  may  come,  when,  all  our  vvarriours  flain. 

That  heart  (hall  melt,  that  courage  rife  in  vain.      32?. 

Regard  in  time,  O  prince  divinely  brave  ! 

Thofe  wholefome  counfcls  which  th}'  father  gave. 

When  Peleus  in  his  aged  arms  embrac'd 

His  parting  fon,  thefe  accents  were  his  lafl  : 

My  child!  with  ftrength,  with  glory  and  fuccefs,  330 

Thy  arms  may  Juno  and  Minerva  blefs ! 

Truft  that  to  Heaven  :  but  thou,  thy  cares  engage 

To  calm  thy  pafTions,  and  fubdue  thy  rage  : 

From  gentler  manners  let  thy  glory  grow. 

And  fhun  contention,  the  fure  fource  of  woe;         33:; 

That  young  and  old  may  in  thy  praife  combine. 

The  virtues  of  humanity  be  thine ■ 

This,  now  defpis'd,  advice  thy  father  gave ; 

Ah,  check  thy  anger,  and  be  iruly  brave. 

If  thou  wilt  yield  to  great  Atridcs'  prayers,  340 

Gifts  worthy  thee  his  royal  hand  prepares  ; 

if  not — but  hear  me,  while  I  number  o'er 

The  profFer'd  prefents,  an  exhaultlefs  ftore  : 

Ten  weighty  talents  of  the  pureft  gold. 

And  twice  ten  vafes  of  refulgent  mould  ;  34 -. 

Seven  facred  tripods,  v/hofe  unfully'd  frame 

Yet  knows  no  office,  nor  has  felt  the  flame  : 

T^^•elve  fteeds  unmatch'd  in  fleetnefs  and  in  force. 

And  iHll  viftorioas  in  the  dufty  courfe ; 

(Rich  \vere  the  man  whcfe  ample  ftores  exceed         350 

The  prizes  piirchas'd  by  their  winged  fpeedj. 

Seven  lovely  captives  of  the  Lefbian  line, 

Skiird  iu  each  art,  unmatch'd,  in  form  divine ; 

The 
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The  fame  he  cliofe  for  more  than  vulgar  charms. 
When  Lcfbos  funk  beneath  thy  conquering  arms.     355 
All  thefe,  to  buy  thy  friendfhip,  fhall  be  paid. 
And,  join'd  with  thefe,  the  long-contefted maid; 
With  all  her  charms,  Brifeis  he'll  refign. 
And  foleran  fwear  thofe  charms  were  only  tTiine ; 
Untouch'd  fheftay'd,  uninjur'd  (he  removes,  360 

Pure  from  his  arms,  and  guiltlefs  of  his  loves. 
Thefe,  inftant,  fhall  be  thine ;  and  if  the  Powers 
Give  to  our  arms  proud  Ilion's  hoftile  towers. 
Then  fhalt  thou  ftore  (when  Greece  the  fpoil  divides) 
With  gold  and  brafs  thy  loaded  navy's  fides.  365 

Befides,  full  t^venty  nymphs  of  Trojan  race 
With  copious  love  fhall  crown  thy  warm  embrace; 
Such  as  thyfelf  fhall  chufe ;  who  yield  to  none. 
Or  yield  to  Helen's  heavenly  charms  alone. 
Yet  hear  me  farther :  when  our  wars  are  o'er,         ^-jo 
Iffafeweland  on  Argos'  fruitful  fhore. 
There  fhalt  thou  live  his  fon,  his  honours  fliare. 
And  with  Orefles'  felf  divide  his  care. 
Yet  more — three  daughters  in  his  court  are  bred. 
And  each  well  worthy  of  a  royal  bed ;  3-5 

Laodice  and  Iphigenia  fair. 
And  bright  Ciyfothemis  with  golden  hair; 
Her  fhalt  thou  wed  whom  moft  thy  eyes  approve ; 
He  aiks  no  prefents,  no  reward  for  love  : 
Himfelf  will  give  the  dower;  fo  vaft  a  flore  380 

As  never  father  gave  a  child  before. 
Seven  ample  cities  fhall  confefs  thy  fway. 
Thee  Enope,  and  Phers  thee  obey, 

T  3  Cardamyle 
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Cardarayle  with  ample  turrets  crown'd. 

And  facred  Pedafus,  for  vines  renown'd  :  ^2^ 

JEpca.  fair,  the  paftures  Hira  yields. 

And  rich  Antheia  with  her  flowery  fields : 

The  whole  extent  to  Pylos'  fandy  plain 

Along  tlie  verdant  margin  of  the  main. 

There  heifers  graze,  and  labouring  oxen  toil ;         390 

Eold  are  the  men,  and  generous  is  the  foil. 

There  Ihalt  thou  reign  with  povver  and  juftice  crown'd-, 

And  rule  the  tributary  realms  around. 

Such  are  the  proffers  which  this  day  we  bring. 

Such  the  repentance  of  a  fuppliant  king,  355 

IBut  if  all  this,  relentlefs,  thou  difdain,. 

If  honour,  and  if  intereft,  plead  in  vain  ; 

Yet  fome  redrefs  to  fuppliant  Greece  afford. 

And  be,  amongft  her  guardian  Gods,  ador'd, 

if  no  regard  thy  fuffering  country  claim,  400 

Hear  thy  own  glory,  and  the  voice  of  fame : 

For  know  that  chief,  whofe  unrefifled  ire 

Made  nations  tremble,  and  whole  hofls  retire. 

Proud  Heclor,  now,  th'  unequal  fight  demands. 

And  only  triumphs  to  deferre  thy  hands,  4,05 

Then  thus  the  Goddefs-born :     UlyfTes,  hear 
A  faithful  fpeech,  that  knows  nor  art,  nor  fear  ; 
What  in  my  fecret  foul  is  underflood. 
My  tongue  (hall  utter,  and  my  deeds  make  good. 
Let  Greece  then  know,  my  purpofe  I  retain :  410 

Nor  with  new  treaties  vex  my  peace  in  vain. 
Who  dares  think  one  thing,  and  another  tell. 
My  heart  detefts  him  as  the  gates  of  hell. 

Then 
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Then  thus,  in  fhort,  my  fixt  refolves  attend. 
Which  nor  Atrides,  nor  his  Greeks,  can  bend;       415'- 
Long  toils,  long  perils,  in  their  caufe  I  bore. 
But  now  th'  unfruitful  glories  charm  no  more. 
Fight  or  fight  not,  a  like  reward  we  claim. 
The  wretch  and  hero  find  their  prixe  the  fame ; 
Alike  regretted  in  the  dull  he  lies,  420 

Who  yields  ignobly,  or  who  bravely  dies,. 
Of  all  my  dangers,  all  my  glorious  pains, 
A  life  of  labours,  lo !  what  fruit  remains  ? 
As  the  bold  bird  her  helplefs  young  attends. 
From  danger  guards  them,  and  from  want  defends :' 
In  fearch  of  prey  fhe  wings  the  fpacious  air. 
And  with  th'  untafted  food  fupplies  her  care : 
For  thankJefs  Greece  fuch  hardfhipshavel  brav'd. 
Her  wives,  her  infants,  by  my  labours  fav'd ; 
Long  fleeplefs  nights  in  heavy  arms  I  ftood,  430 

And  fweat  laborious  days  in  duft  and  blood. 
1  fack'd  twelve  ample  cities  oh  the  main. 
And  twelve  lay  fmoking  on  the  Trojan  pl?,in: 
Then  at  Atrides'  haughty  feet  were  laid 
The  wealth  I  gather'd,  and  the  fpoils  I  made.  43  ^ 

Your  mighty  monarch  thefe  in  peace  poffeft; 
Some  few  my  foldiers  had,  himfelf  the  reft. 
Some  prefent  too  to  every  prince  was  paid; 
And  every  prince  enjoys  the  gift  he  made  ;- 
I  only  mull  rcfund,  of  all  his  train ;  440 

See  what  preheminence  our  merits  gain  ! 
My  fpoil  alone  his  greedy  foul  delights : 
My  fpoufe  alone  mull  blefs  his  luflful  nights : 

T  4  Th3 
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The  woman,  let  him  (as  he  may)  enjoy ; 

But  what's  the  quaxrel  then  of  Greece  to  Troy  ?      44.5' 

What  to  thefe  fhores  th'  aflembled  nations  draws. 

What  calls  for  vengeance  but  a  woman's  caufe  ? 

Are  fair  endowments,  and  a  beauteous  face, 

Belov'd  by  none  but  thofe  of  Atreus*  race  ? 

The  wife  whom  choice  and  pafiion  both  approve,     450 

Sure  every  wife  and  worthy  man  will  love. 

Nor  did  my  fair-one  lefs  diftinftion  claim  ; 

Slave  as  Vne  was,  my  foul  ador'd  the  dame. 

Wrong'd  in  my  love,  all  proffers  I  difdain ; 

Deceiv'd  for  once,  I  truft  not  kings  again.  45^ 

Ye  have  my  anfwer — what  remains  to  do. 

Your  king,  Ulyffes,  may  confult  with  you. 

What  needs  he  the  defence  this  arm  can  make  ? 

Has  he  not  walls  no  human  force  can  fhake  ? 

Has  he  not  fenc'd  his  guarded  navy  round,  460 

W'ith  piles,  with  ramparts,  and  a  trench  profound  ? 

And  will  not  thefe  (the  wonders  he  has  done) 

Hepel  the  rage  of  Priam's  fmgle  fon  ? 

There  was  a  time  ('twas  when  for  Greece  I  fought) 

W'hen  Hedlor's  prowefs  no  fuch  wonders  wrought :  465' 

He  kept  the  verge  of  Troy,  nor  dar'd  to  wait  "J 

Achilles  fury  at  the  Scsan  gate  ;  ?■ 

He  tr)''d  it  once,  and  fcarce  was  fav'd  by  fate,  J 

Silt  now  thofe  ancient  enmities  are  o'er  ; 

To-morrow  we  the  favouring  Gods  implore ; 

Then  fhall  you  fee  our  parting  veflels  crown'd,         470 

And  hear  with  oars  the  Hellefpont  refound. 

The  third  day  hence,  fhall  Pthia  greet  our  fails. 

If  mighty  Neptune  fend  propitious  gales  j 

Pthia 
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Pthia  to  her  Achilles  fhall  reftore  47^ 

The  wealth  he  left  for  this  detefted  fnore : 
Thither  the  fpoils  of  this  long  war  fhall  pafs, 
The  ruddy  gold,  the  fteel,  and  fhining  brafs ; 
My  beauteous  captives  thither  I'll  convey. 
And  all  that  refts  of  my  unravifh'd  prey.  480 

One  only  valued  gift  your  tyrant  gave. 
And  that  refum'd,  the  fair  Lyrneffian  flave. 
Then  tell  him,  loud,  that  all  the  Greeks  may  hear. 
And  learn  to  fcorn  the  wretch  they  bafely  fear ; 
(For,  arm 'd  in  impudence,  mankind  he  braA'es,       485 
And  meditates  new  cheats  on  all  his  flaves; 
Though  fhamelefs  as  he  is,  to  face  thefe  eyes 
Is  what  he  dares  not ;  if  he  dares  he  dies) 
Tell  him,  all  terms,  all  commerce,  I  decline. 
Nor  fhare  his  council,  not  his  battle  join ;  490 

For  once  deceiv'd,  was  his ;  but  twice,  were  mine. 
No — let  the  ftupid  prince,  whom  Jove  deprives 
Of  fenfe  and  jnftice,  run  where  frenzy  drives ; 
His  gifts  are  haiefu! :  kings  of  fuch  a  kind 
Stand  but  as  flaves  before  a  noble  mind.  495 

Not  though  he  proffer 'd  all  himfcif  pofTeft, 
And  all  his  rapine  could  from  others  wreft  5 
Not  all  the  golden  tides  of  wealth  that  crown 
The  many-peopled  Orchomenian  town  ; 
Not  all  proud  Thebes'  unrivall'd  walls  contain,        500 
The  world's  great  emprefs  on  th'  Egyptian  plain, 
,{That  fpreads  her  conquefts  o'er  a  thoufand  ftates. 
And  pours  her  heroes  through  a  hundred  gates. 
Two  hundred  horfemen,  and  two  hundred  cars 
From  each  wide  portal  ilTuing  to  the  wars)  505 

Though 
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Though  bribes  were  heap'd  on  bribes,  in  number  more 
Than  duft  in  fields,  or  fands  along  the  iliore ; 
Should  all  thefe  offers  for  my  friendfhip  call; 
"Tis  he  that  offers,  and  I  fcom  them  all. 
Atrides'  daughter  never  fhall  be  led  510 

(.An  ill-match'd  confort)  to  Achilles'  bed ; 
Like  golden  Venus  though  fhe  charm 'd  the  heart. 
And  vy'd  with  Pallas  in  the  works  of  art. 
Some  greater  Greek  let  thofe  high  nuptials  grace; 
I  hate  alliance  with  a  tyrant's  race.  515 

If  Heaven  reflore  me  to  my  realms  with  life. 
The  reverend  Peleuo  Ihall  eleft  my  v,-ife. 
ThefTalian  nymphs  there  are,  of  form  divine. 
And  kings  that  fue  to  mix  their  blood  with  mine. 
Keft  in  kind  love  my  years  fhall  glide  away,  5.20 

Content  with  juft  hereditary  fway  ; 
There,  deaf  for  ever  to  the  martial  flrife,  ■ 
Enjoy  the  dear  prerogative  of  life. 
Life  is  not  to  be  bought  with  hea:>s  of  gold  ; 
Not  all  ApoUo's  Pythian  treafures  hold,  525- 

Or  Troy  once  held,  in  peace  and  pride  of  fway. 
Can  bribe  the  poor  pofTeffion  of  a  day  I 
Lofl:  herds  and  treafures,  we  by  arms  regain,. 
And  fteeds  unrivall'd  on  the  dufly  plain : 
But  from  our  lips  the  vital  fpirit  fled,  530 

Returns  no  more  to  v/ake  the  filentdead. 
My  fates  long  fince  by  Thetis  were  difclos'd,. 
And  each  alternate,  life  or  fame,  propos'd  ; 
Kere,  if  I  flay,  before  the  Trojan  town. 
Short  is  mv  date,  but  deathlefs  mv  renown ;  5 jf 

If 
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If  I  return,  I  quit  immortal  pralfe 
I^'or  years  on  years,  and  long-extended  days. 
Convinc'd,  though  late,  I  find  my  fond  miftake. 
And  warn  the  Greeks  the  wifer  choice  to  make  : 
To  quit  thefe  fhores,  their  native  feats  enjoy,  540 

Nor  hope  the  fall  of  heaven-defended  Troy. 
Jove's  arm  difplay'd  aiTerts  her  from  the  Ikies ; 
Her  hearts  are  ftrengthen'd,  and  her  glories  rife. 
Go  then,  to  Greece  report  our  fix'd  defign  ; 
Bid  all  your  counfels,  all  your  armies  join,  ^^p 

Let  all  your  forces,  all  your  arts  confpire. 
To  fave  the  fhips,  the  troops,  the  chiefs,  from  fire. 
One  ftratagem  has  fail'd,  and  others  will : 
Ye  find,  Achilles  is  unconquer'd  ftill. 

Go  then — djgeft  my  melTage  as  ye  may r  rg 

But  here  this  night  let  reverend  Phoenix  ftay  : 

His  tedious  toils  and  hoary  hairs  demand 

A  peaceful  death  in  Pthia's  friendly  land. 

But  whether  he  remain,  or  fiiil  with  m.e. 

His  age  be  facred,  and  his  will  be  free,  ^^^ 

The  fon  of  Peleus  ceas'd  :  the  chiefs  around 
In  filence  wrapt,  in  confternation  drown'd. 
Attend  the  ftern  reply.     Then  Phcenix  rofe ; 
(Down  his  white  beard  a  ftream  of  forrow  flows) 
And  while  the  fate  of  fufFcring  Greece  he  raourn'd,  560 
With  accent  weak  thefe  tender  words  return'd  ; 

Divine  Achilles !  wilt  thou  then  retire. 
And  leave  our  hofts  in  blood,  our  fleets  on  fire  ? 
If  wrath  fo  dreadful  fill  thy  ruthlefs  mind. 
How  fliall  thy  friend,  tliy  Phoenix,  ftay  behind  ?    c6^ 

The 
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The  royal  Peleus,  when  from  Pthia's  coaft 
He  fent  thee  early  to  th'  Achaian  hoft  ; 
Thy  youth,  as  then  in  fage  debates  unlkill'd. 
And  new  to  perils  of  the  direful  field : 
He  bade  me  teach  thee  all  the  ways  of  war ;  570 

To  fhine  in  councils  and  in  camps  to  dare. 
Never,  ah  never  let  me  leave  thy  fide ! 
Ko  time  fhall  part  us,  and  no  fate  divide. 
Not  though  the  God,  that  breath'd  my  life,  reftore 
The  bloom  I  boafted,  and  the  port  I  bore,  ^7i 

When  Greece  of  old  beheld  my  youthful  flames, 
(Delightful  Greece,  the  land  of  lovely  dames!) 
My  father,  faithlefs  to  my  mother's  arms. 
Old  as  he  was,  ador'd  a  ftranger's  charms. 
I  try'd  what  youth  could  do  (at  her  defire)  5S0 

To  win  the  damfel,  and  prevent  my  fire. 
My  fire  with  curfes  loads  my  hated  head, 
And  cries,  "  Ye  furies!  barren  be  his  bed." 
Infernal  Jove,  the  vengeful  fiends  below. 
And  ruthlefs  Proferpine,  confirm'd  his  vow.  jS  j 

Defpair  and  grief  diftraft  my  labouring  mind  ! 
Gods !  what  a  crime  my  impious  heart  defign'd  ! 
I  thought  (but  fome  kind  God  that  thought  fuppreft) 
To  plunge  the  poniard  in  my  father's  breaft  : 
Then  meditate  my  flight ;  my  friends  in  vain  590 

With  prayers  entreat  me,  and  with  force  detain. 
On  fat  of  rams,  black  bulls,  and  brawny  fwine. 
They  daily  feaft,  with  draughts  of  fragrant  wine  : 
Strong  guards  they  plac'd,  and  watch'd  nine  nights- 
entire; 
The  roofs  and  porches  fiam'd  with  conftant  fire.      599 

'i'he 
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The  tenth,  I  forc'd  the  gates  unfeen  of  all ; 
And,  favour'd  by  the  night,  o'erleap'd  the  wall. 
My  travels  thence  through  fpacious  Greece  extend; 
In  Pthia's  court  at  laft  my  labours  end. 
Your  fire  receiv'd  me,  as  his  fon  carefs'd,  6oo. 

With  gifts  enrich'd,  and  with  poffelTions  blefs'd. 
The  ftrong  Dolopians  thenceforth  own'd  my  reign. 
And  all  the  coafi:  that  runs  along  the  main. 
By  love  to  thee  his  bounties  I  repaid. 
And  early  wifdom  to  thy  foul  convey 'd  :  60^ 

Great  as  thou  art,  my  leffons  made  thee  brave, 
A  child  I  took,  thee,  but  a  hero  gave. 
Thy  infant  bread  a  like  affeclion  fhow'd  ; 
Still  in  my  arms  (an  ever-pleafmg  load). 
Or  at  my  knee,  by  Phoenix  would'ft  thou  Hand ;     610 
No  food  was  grateful  but  from  Phcenix'  hand. 
I  pafs  my  watchings  o'er  thy  helplefs  years. 
The  tender  labours,  the  compliant  cares ; 
The  Gods  (I  thought)  revers'd  their  hard  decree. 
And  Phoenix  felt  a  father's  joys  in  thee :  6 1.5 

Thy  growing  virtues  juftify'd  my  cares. 
And  promis'd  comfort  to  my  filver  hairs. 
Now  be  thy  rage,  thy  fatal  rage,  refign'd ; 
A  cruel  heart  ill  fuits  a  manly  mind  : 
The  Gods  (the  only  great,  and  only  wife)  629 

Are  mov'd  by  oJerings,  vows,  and  facrifice ; 
Offending  man  their  high  compaffion  wins. 
And  daily  prayers  atone  for  daily  fins. 
Prayers  are  Jove's  daughters,  of  celeftial  race. 
Lame  are  their  feet,  and  wrinkled  is  their  face;     625 
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With  humble  mien  and  with  dejefted  eyes, 
Conftant  they  follow,  where  injuftice  flies : 
Injuftice,  fwift,  ereft,  and  unconfin'd,  "i 

Sweeps  the  wide  earth,  and  tramples  o'er  mankind,     ^ 
WTiile  prayers,  to  heal  her  wrongs,  move  flow  behind.  J 
Who  hears  thefe  daughters  of  almighty  Jove, 
For  him  they  mediate  to  the  throne  above : 
When  man  rejedls  the  humble  fu it  they  make. 
The  fire  revenges  for  the  daughter's  fake ; 
From  Jove  coramifTion'd,  fierce  injuftice  then  635 

Defcends,  to-punilli  unrelenting  men. 
Oh,  let  not  headlong  paffion  be?.r  the  fway ; 
Thefe  reconciling  GoddefTes  obey  : 
Due  honours  to  the  feed  of  Jove  belong ; 
Due  honours  calm  the  fierce,  and  bend  the  ftrong.   640 
Were  thefe  not  paid  thee  by  the  terms  we  bring. 
Were  rage  ftill  harbour'd  in  the  haughty  king  : 
Nor  Greece,  nor  ail  her  fortunes,  fhould  engage 
Thy  friend  to  plead  againft  fo  juft  a  rage. 
But  fince  what  honour  aflcs,  the  general  fends,         64^ 
And  fends  by  thofe  whom  raoft;  thy  heart  commends. 
The  beft  and  nobleft  of  the  Grecian  train; 
Permit  not  thefe  to  fue,  and  fue  in  vain ! 
Let  me  (my  fon)  an  ancient  faft  unfold, 
A  great  example  drawn  from  times  of  old ;  650 

Hear  what  our  fathers  were,  and  what  their  praife. 
Who  conquer'd  their  revenge  in  former  days. 
Where  Caiydon  on  rocky  mountains  ftands. 
Once  fought  th'^tolian  and  Curetian  bands ; 
To  guard  it  thofe,  to  conquer  thefe  advance ;  655 

And  mutual  deaths  Vvcre  dealt  with  mutual  chance. 

I  The 


ll 


ILIAD,    Book  IX.  187 

The  filver  Cynthia  bade  Contention  rife. 

In  vengeance  of  negleCled  facrilice ; 

On  Oeneus'  field  fhe  fent  a  monftrous  boar, 
I'hat  level'd  harvefts,  and  whole  forefts  tore  :  660 

This  beaft  (when  many  a  chief  his  tulks  had  (lain) 

Great  Meleager  ilretch'd  along  the  plain. 

Then,  for  his  fpoils,  a  new  debate  arofe. 

The  neighbour  nations  thence  commencing  foes. 

Strong  as  they  were,  the  bold  Curetes  fail'd,  66^ 

\^'hi]e  Meleager's  thundering  arm  prevail'd: 
Till  rage  at  length  inflam'd  his  lofty  breall 
(For  rage  invades  the  wifeft  and  the  bell). 

Curs'd  by  Althaea,  to  his  wrath  he  yields. 
And  in  his  wife's  embrace  forgets  the  fields.  670 

"  (She  from  Marpeffa  fprung-,  divinely  fair, 
''  And  matchlefs  Idas,  more  than  man  in  war ; 
"  The  God  of  day  ador'd  the  mother's  charms  : 
"  Againft  the  God  the  father  bent  his  arms : 
"  Th'  afflifted  pair,  their  forrov/s  to  proclaim,        675 
"  From  Cleopatra  chang'd  this  daughter's  name, 
•'  And  call'd  Alcyone ;  a  name  to  Ihow 
"  The  father's  grief,  the  mourning  mother's  woe.") 
To  her  the  chief  retir'd  from  Hern  debate. 
But  found  no  peace  from  fierce  Althxa's  hate :         6  80 
Althaea's  hate  th'  unhappy  warriour  drew, 
Whofe  luclilefs  hand  his  royal  uncle  flew  ; 
She  beat  rlie  ground,  and  call'd  the  powers  beneath 
On  her  own  fon  to  wreak,  her  brothers  death  : 
Hell  heard  her  curfes  from  the  realms  profound,       685' 
And  the  red  fiends  that  walk  the  nightly  round. 

In 
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In  vain  ^tolia  her  deliverer  waits. 

War  fliakes  her  \\-alIs,  and  thunders  at  her  gates. 

She  fcnt  ambafladors,  a  chofen  band, 

Priefts  of  the  Gods,  and  elders  of  the  land  ;  690 

Eefought  the  chief  to  fave  the  finking  ftate  : 

Their  prayers  were  urgent,  and  their  proffers  great : 

(Full  fifty  acres  of  the  richefl  ground. 

Half  pafture  green,  and  half  with  vineyards  crown'd. } 

His  fuppliant  father,  aged  Oeneus,  came;  695 

His  fifters  follow'd;  ev'n  the  vengeful  dame 

Altha;a  fues ;  his  friends  before  him  fall  : 

He  ftands  relentlefs,  and  rejefts  them  all. 

Meanwhile  the  viftor's  fhouts  afcend  the  fliies ; 

The  walls  are  fcal'd  ;  the  rolling  flames  arife ;         700 

At  length  his  wife  (a  form  divine)  appears. 

With  piercing  cries,  and  fupplicating  tears; 

She  paints  the  horrours  of  a  conquer'd  town. 

The  heroes  Hain,  the  palaces  o'erthrovvn. 

The  matrons  ravifli'd,  the  whole  race  enflav'd  :        yoj; 

The  warriour  heard,  he  vanquifh'd,  andhefav'd. 

Th'  iEtolians,  long  difdain'd,  now  took  their  turn. 

And  left  the  chief  their  broken  faith  to  mourn. 

Learn  hence,  betimes  to  curb  pernicious  ire, 

Norftay,  till  yonder  fleets  afcend  in  fire:  710 

Accept  the  prefents ;  draw  thy  conquering  fword ; 

And  be  amongft  our  guardian  Godsador'd. 

Thus  he.     The  ftern  Achilles  thus  reply 'd : 
My  fecond  father,  and  my  reverend  guide : 
Thy  friend,  believe  me,  no  fuch  gifts  demands,      7 1 5 
And  afks  no  honours  from  a  mortal's  hands : 

Jove 
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Jore  honours  me,  and  favours  my  dcfigns; 

His  pleafure  guides  me,  and  his  will  confines : 

And  here  I  ftay  (if  fuch  his  high  beheft) 

While  life's  warm  fpirit  heats  within  my  breail;.      7 20 

Yet  hear  one  word,  and  lodge  it  in'  thy  heart ; 

No  more  moleil  me  on  Atrides'  part : 

Is  it  for  him  thefe  tears  are  taught  to  flow. 

For  him  thefe  forrows  ?  for  my  mortal  foe  ? 

A  generous  friendfhip  no  cold  m.edium  knows,         725 

Burns  with  one  love,  with  one  refentment  glows ; 

One  fliould  our  interefts  and  out  paffions  be  ; 

My  friend  muil  hate  the  man  that  injures  me. 

Do  this,  my  Phoenix,  'tis  a  generous  part; 

And  (hare  my  realms,  my  honours,  and  my  heart.     730 

Let  thefe  return :  our  voyage,  or  our  ftay. 

Reft  undetermin'd  till  the  dawning  day. 

He  ceas'd  :  then  order'd  for  the  fage's  bed 
A  warmer  couch  with  numerous  carpets  fpread. 
With  that,  ftern  Ajax  bis  long  filence  broke,  7  j.^ 

And  thus,  impatient,  to  Ulylfes  fpoke  : 

Hence  let  us  go — why  wafte  we  time  in  vain  ? 
See  what  efFeft  our  lov/  fubmiffions  gain ! 
Lik'd  or  not  lik'd,  his  words  we  muil;  relate. 
The  Greeks  expeft  them,  and  our  heroes  wait,        740 
Proud  as  he  is,  that  iron-heart  retains 
Its  ftubborn  purpofe,  and  his  friends  difdains. 
Stern  and  unpitying!  if  a  brother  bleed. 
On  juft  atonement,  we  remit  the  deed  ; 
A  five  the  flaughter  of  his  fon  forgives ;  7-4.^ 

The  price  of  blood  difcharg'd,  ihe  murderer  lives  l 
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The  hauglitleft  hearts  at  length  their  rage  rcfign. 

And  gifts  can  conquer  every  foul  but  thine. 

The  Gods  that  unrelenting  breaft  have  fteel'd. 

And  curs'd  thee  with  a  mind  that  cannot  yield.      750 

One  woman-Have  was  ravifli'd  from  thy  arms  : 

1.0,  feven  are  ofFer'd,  and  of  equal  charms. 

Then  hear,  Achilles !  be  of  better  mind ; 

Revere  thy  roof,  and  to  thy  guefts  be  kind  ; 

And  know  the  men,  of  all  the  Grecian  hoft,  7  rr 

Who  honour  worth,  and  prize  thy  valour  moft. 

Oh  foul  of  battles,  and  thy  people's  guide! 
.{To  Ajax  thus  the  firft  of  Greeks  reply 'd) 
Well  haft  thou  fpoke;  but  at  the  tyrant's  name 
My  rage  rekindles,  and  my  foul 's  on  flame :  760 

'Tis  juft  refentment,  and  becomes  the  brave  ; 
Difgrac'd,  dilhonour'd,  like  the  vileft  flave ! 
Return  then,  heroes  1  and  our  anfwer  bear. 
The  glorious  combat  is  no  more  my  care ; 
Not  till,  amidft  yon  finking  navy  /lain,  76J 

The  blood  of  Greeks  Ihall  dye  the  fable  main ; 
Not  till  the  flames,  by  Heftor's  fury  thrown, 
-Confume  your  vefliels,  and  approach  my  own  ; 
Juft  there,  th'  impetuous  homicide  ftiall  ftand. 
There  ceafe  his  battle,  and  there  feel  our  hand.       770 

This  faid,  each  prince  a  double  goblet  crown'd. 
And  caft  a  large  libation  on  the  ground ; 
Then  to  their  velTels,  through  the  gloomy  Ihades, 
The  chiefs  return ;  oivine  Ulyfles  leads. 
jVIeantime  Achilles'  flaves  prepar'd  a  bed,  77  j 

With  fleeces,  carpets,  and  foft  linen  fpread ; 

There 
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Th.ere,  till  jhe  facred  morn  reftor'd  the  day. 

In  flumber  fweet  the  reverend  Phcenix  lay. 

But  in  his  inner  tent,  an  ampler  fpace, 

Achilles  flept;  and  in  his  warm  embrace  780 

Fair  Diomede  of  the  Lelbian  race. 

Lad,  for  Patroclus  was  the  couch  prepar'd, 

Whofe  nightly  joys  the  beauteous  Iphis  fhar'd; 

Achilles  to  his  friend  confign'd  her  charms. 

When  Scyros  fell  before  his  conquering  arms.  785 

And  now  th'  eleded  chiefs,  whom  Greece  had  fent, 

Pafs'd  through  the  hods,  and  reach 'd  the  royal  tent. 

Then  rifing  all,  with  goblets  in  their  hands. 

The  peers  and  leaders  of  the  Achaian  bands, 

Hail'd  their  return.     Atrides  iirft  begun :  790 

Say  what  fuccefs  ?  divine  Laertes'  fon ! 
Achilles  high  refolves  declare  to  all ; 
Returns  the  chief,  or  muft  our  navy  fall? 

Great  king  of  nations !  (Ithacus  reply 'd) 
Fix'd  is  his  wrath,  unconquer'd  is  his  pride  ;  79^ 

He  flights  thy  friend ilaip,  thy  propofals  fcorns. 
And,  thus  implor'4,  uith  fiercer  fury  burns : 
To  fave  our  army,  and  our  fleets,  to  free. 
Is  not  his  care ;  but  left  to  Greece  and  thee. 
Your  eyes  fliall  view,  when  morning  paints  the  Iky, 
Beneath  his  oars  the  whitening  billows  fly. 
Us  too  he  bids  our  oars  and  fails  employ. 
Nor  hope  the  fall  of  heaven-protefted  Troy ; 
For  Jove  o'erOiades  her  with  his  arm  divine, 
Infpires  her  war,  and  bids  her  glory  (hine.  80^ 

Such  was  his  word  :  what  farther  he  declar'd, 
Thefe  facred  heralds  and  great  Ajax  heard. 
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But  Phoenix  in  his  tent  the  chief  retains. 

Safe  to  tranfport  him  to  his  native  plains, 

>Alien  morning  dawns :  if  other  he  decree,  8io 

His  age  is  facred,  and  his  choice  is  free. 

Ulyffes  ceas'd :  the  great  Achaian  hoft. 
With  forrow  feiz'd,  in  confternation  loft. 
Attend  the  ftern  reply.     Tydides  broke 
The  general  filence,  and  undaunted  fpoke  :  815 

Why  fhould  we  gifts  to  proud  Achilles  fend  ? 
Or  ftrive  with  prayers  his  haughty  foul  to  bend  ? 
His  country's  woes  he  glories  to  deride. 
And  prayers  will  burft  that  fwelling  heart  with  pride. 
Be  the  fierce  impulfe  of  his  rage  obey'dj.  820 

Dur  battles  let  him,  or  defert,  or  aid; 
Then  let  him  arm  when  Jove  or  he  think  fit; 
That,  to  his  madnefs,  or  to  Heaven  commit: 
What  for  ourfelves  we  can,  is  always  ours  ; 
This  night,  let  due  repaft  refrefh  our  powers  825 

(For  ftrength  confifts  in  fpirits  and  in  blood. 
And  thofe  are  ow'd  to  generous  wine  and  food) ; 
But  when  the  rofy  meffenger  of  day 
Strikes  the  blue  mountains  with  her  golden  ray, 
Rang'd  at  the  fhips,  let  all  our  fquadrons  fhine,      830 
In  flaming  arms,  a  long  extended  line  : 
In  the  dread  front  let  great  Atrides  ftand. 
The  firft  in  danger,  as  in  high  command. 

Shouts  of  acclaim  the  liftening  heroes  raife. 
Then  each  to  Heaven  the  due  libations  pays;  835- 

Till  fleep,  defcending  o'er  the  tents,  beftows 
The  grateful  bkifmgs  of  defir'd  repofe. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Night  Adventure  of  Diomed  and  Ulyffes. 

UPON  the  refufal  of  Achilles  to  return  to  the  army, 
the  diftrefs  of  Agamemnon  is  defcribed  in  the  moft 
lively  manner.  He  takes  no  reft  that  night,  but 
pafles  through  the  camp,  awaking  the  leaders,  and 
contriving  allpc:Tible  methods  for  the  public  fafety, 
Menelaus,  Neftcr,  Ulyfles,  and  Diomed,  are  em- 
ployed in  .raifmg  the  reft  of  the  captains.  They  call 
a  council  of  war,  and  determine  to  fend  fcouts  into 
the  enemy's  camp,  to  learn  their  pofture,  and  difco- 
ver  their  intentions,  Diomed  undertakes  this  ha- 
zardous enterprize,  and  makes  choice  of  Ulyffes  for 
his  companion.  In  their  paflage  they  furprize  Dolon, 
whom  Heftor  had  fent  on  a  like  defign  to  the  camp 
of  the  Grecians.  From  him  they  are  informed  of 
the  fitiiation  of  the  Trojan  and  auxiliary  forces,  and 
particularly  of  Rhefus,  and  the  Thracians  who  were 
lately  arrived.  They  pafs  on  with  fuccefs;  kill 
Rhefus,  with  feveral  of  his  officers,  and  feize  the 
famous  horfes  of  that  prince,  with  which  they  re- 
turn in  triumph  to  the  camp. 

The  fame  night  continues ;  the  fcene  lies  in  the 
two  camps. 
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ALL  night  the  chiefs  before  their  veflels  lay^. 
And  loft  in  fleep  the  labours  of  the  day : 
All  but  the  king ;  with  various  thoughts  oppreft. 
His  country's  cares  lay  rolling  in  his  breaft. 
As  when,  by  lightnings,  Jove's  a^therial  power  ^ 

Foretells  the  rattling  hail,  or  weighty  fliower. 
Or  fends  foft  fnows  to  whiten  all  the  fhore. 
Or  bids  the  brazen  throat  of  war  to  roar ; 
By  fits  one  flafh  fucceeds  as  one  expires. 
And  heaven  flames  thick  with  momentary  fires.         lo 
So  burfting  frequent  from  Atrides'  breaft. 
Sighs  following  fighs  his  inward  fears  confeft. 
Now  o'er  the  field,  dejefted,  he  furveys 
From  thoufand  Trojan  fires  the  mounting  blaze; 
Hears  in  the  paffing  wind  their  mufick  blow,  15 

And  marks  diftinft  the  voices  of  the  foe. 
Now  looking  backwards  to  the  fleet  and  coaft^ 
Anxious  he  forrows  for  th'  endanger'd  hoft. 
He  rends  his  hairs  in  facrifice  to  Jove, 
And  fues  to  him  that  ever  lives  above  :  233 

Inly  he  groans;  while  glory  and  defpair 
Divide  his  heart,  and  wage  a  doubtful  vvar> 

U  4  A  thoiv 
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A  tlioufand cares  his  labouring  breaft  revolves; 
To  feek  fage  Neftor  now  the  chief  refolves. 
With  him,  in  wholefome  counfels,  to  debate  2  J 

What  yet  remains  to  fave  th'  afHided  ftate. 
He  rofe,  and  firft  he  caft  his  mantle  round. 
Next  on  his  feet  the  fhining  fandals  bound ; 
A  lion's  yellow  fpoils  his  back  conceal'd; 
His  warlike  hand  a  pointed  javelin  held.  20 

Meanwhile  his  brother,  preft  with  equal  v/oes. 
Alike  dcny'd  the  gifts  of  foft  repofe. 
Laments  for  Greece;  that  in  his  caufe  before 
So  much  had  fuffer'd,  and  muft  fuffer  more. 
A  leopard's  fpotted  hide  his  fhoulders  fpread ;  5  ? 

A  brazen  helmet  glitter'd  on  his  head^ 
Thus  (with  a  javelin  ia  his  hand)  he  went 
To  wake  Atrides  in  the  rojal  tent. 
Already  wak'd,  Atrides  he  defcry'd. 
His  armour  buckling  at  his  veffels  fide.  40 

Joyful  they  met;  the  Spartan  thus  begun: 
W^hy  puts  my  brother  his  bright  armour  on  ? 
Sends  he  fome  fpy,  amidft  thefe  filent  hours. 
To  try  yon  camp,  and  watch  the  Trojan  powers  ? 
But  fay,  what  hero  fhali  fuftain  that  tafk  ?  4^ 

Such  bold  exploits  uncommon  courage  alk ; 
Guidelefs,  alone.,  through  night's  dark  fliade  to  go. 
And  'midft  a  hoftile  camp  explore  the  foe ! 

To  whom  the  king:     In  fuch  diftrefs  we  ftand. 
No  vulgar  counfels  our  affairs  demand  ;  ^o 

Greece  to  preferve,  is  now  no  eafy  part, 
J3ut  aiks  high  wlfdom,  deep  dcfign,  and  art ; 

I  For 
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For  Jove  averfe  our  humble  prayer  denies. 

And  bows  his  head  to  Hedor's  facrifice. 

What  eye  has  witnefs'd,  or  what  ear  believ'd,  r  5 

In  one  great  day,  by  one  great  arm  atchiev'd. 

Such  wondrous  deeds  as  Heclor's  hand  has  done. 

And  we  beheld,  the  laft  revolving  fun 

What  honours  the  belov'd  of  Jove  adorn! 

Sprung  from  no  God,  and  of  no  Goddefs  born,        60 

Yet  fuch  his  afls,  as  Greeks  anborn  fhall  tell. 

And  curfe  the  battle  where  their  fathers  fell. 

Now  fpced  thy  hafty  courfe  along  the  fleet. 
There  call  great  Ajax,  and  the  prince  of  Crete; 
Ourfelf  to  hoary  Neftor  will  repair ;  6^ 

To  keep  the  guards  on  duty,  be  his  care  ; 
(For  Neftor's  influence  bell  that  quarter  guides, 
Whofe  fon  with  Merion  o'er  the  watch  prefides.) 
To  whom  the  Spartan  :  Thefe  thy  orders  borne. 
Say  fhall  I  ftay,  or  with  difpatch  return  ?  70 

There  fhalt  thou  ftay  (the  king  of  men  reply 'd)  -» 

Elfe  may  we  mifs  to  meet,  without  a  guide,  > 

The  paths  fo  many,  and  the  camp  fo  wide.  J 

Still,  with  your  voice,  the  flothful  foldiers  raife. 
Urge,  by  their  father's  fame,  their  future  praife.      ^c 
Forget  we  now  our  ftate  and  lofty  birth ; 
Not  titles  here,  but  works,  muft  prove  our  worth. 
To  labour  is  the  lot  of  man  below ; 
A.nd  when  Jove  gave  us  life,  he  gave  us  woe. 

This  faid,  each  parted  to  his  feveral  cares;  80 

The  king  to  Neftor's  fable  ftiip  repairs; 
The  fage  protedor  of  the  Greeks  he  found 
^etch'd  in  his  bed  with  all  his  arms  around; 

The 
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The  varlous-colour'd  fcarf,  the  fhield  he  rears. 
The  fliininghehnet,  and  the  pointed  fpears:  8c 

The  dreadful  weapons  of  thewarriour's  rage. 
That,  old  in  arms,  difdain'd  the  peace  of  age. 
Then,  leaning  on  his  hand  his  v/atchful  head. 
The  hoary  monarch  rais'd  his  eyes,  and  faid  : 

What  art  thou,  fpeak,  that  on  defigns  unknown,    90 
While  others  fleep  thus  range  the  camp  alone? 
Seek'ft  thou  fome  friend,  or  nightly  centinel  ? 
Stand  off,  approach  not,  but  thy  purpofe  tell. 

O  fon  of  Neleus  (thus  the  king  rcjoin'd) 
Pride  of  the  Greeks,  and  glory  of  thy  kind !  9^ 

Lo  here  the  wretched  Agamemnon  ftands, 
Th'  unhappy  general  of  the  Grecian  bands  ; 
Whom  Jove  decrees  with  daily  cares  to  bend. 
And  woes,  that  only  with  his  life  fhall  end  ! 
Scarce  can  my  knees  thefe  trembling  limbs  fuftain,    1 00 
Andfcarce  my  heart  fupport  its  load  of  pain. 
No  tafte  of  fleep  thefe  heavy  eyes  liave  known  j 
Confus'd,  and  fad,  I  wander  thus  alone. 
With  fears  diftrafted,  with  no  fix'd  defign ; 
And  all  my  people's  miferies  are  mine.  105 

If  aught  of  ufe  thy  waking  thoughts  fuggeft, 
(Since  cares,  like  mine,  deprive  thy  foul  of  reft) 
Impart  thy  counfel,  and  aiTift  thy  friend  ; 
Now  let  us  jointly  to  the  trench  defcend. 
At  every  gate  the  fainting  guard  excite,  I  lO 

Tir'd  with  the  toils  of  day  and  watch  of  night : 
Elfe  may  the  fudden  foe  our  works  invade. 
So  near^  and  favour'd  by  the  gloomy  fnade. 

To 
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To  him  thus  Neftor  :     Truft  the  Powers  above. 

Nor  think  proud  Heftor's  hopes  confirm'd  by  Jove : 

IIow  ill  agree  the  views  of  vain  mankind. 

And  the  wife  counfels  of  th'  Eternal  Mmd! 

Audacious  Heftor !  if  the  Gods  ordain 

That  great  Achilles  rife  and  rage  again. 

What  toils  attend  thee,  and  what  woes  remain  I 

Lo  faithful  Neftor  thy  command  obeys  ^ 

The  care  is  next  our  other  chiefs- to  raife  : 

UlylTes,  Diomed,  we  chiefly  need  ; 

Meges  for  ftrength,  Oileus  fam'd.  for  fpeed. 

Some  other  be  difpatch'd  of  nimbler  {cet. 

To  thofe  tall  ftiips,  remoteft  of  the  fleet. 

Where  lie  great  Ajax,  and  the  king  of  Crete. 

To  roufe  the  Spartan  I  myfelf  decree ; 

Dear  as  he  is  to  us,  and  dear  to  thee. 

Yet  muft  I  tax  his  floth,  that  claims  no  (hare  ij* 

\Vith  his  great  brother  in  this  martial  care  : 

Him  it  behov'd  to  every  chief  to  fue. 

Preventing  every  part  perform'd  by  you  ; 

For  ftrong  neceflity  our  toils  demands. 

Claims  all  our  hearts,  and  urges  all  our  hands.         13^ 
To  whom  riie  king :  With  reverence  we  allow 

Thy  juft  rebukes,  yet  learn  to  fpare  them  now. 

My  generous  brother  is  of  gentle  kind. 

He  feems  remifs,  but  bears  a  valiant  mind  ; 

Through  too  much  deference  to  our  fovereign  fway. 

Content  to  follow  when  we  lead  the  way. 

But  now,  our  ills  induftrious  to  prevent. 

Long  ere  the  reft,  he  rofe,  and  fought  my  tent. 

The 
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The  chiefs  you  nam'd,  already  at  his  call. 
Prepare  to  meet  us  near  the  navy  wall ;  14  j 

AfTembling  there,  between  the  trench  and  gates. 
Near  the  night-guards,  our  chofen  council  waits. 

Then  none  (faid  Neftor)  fhall  his  rule  withftand. 
For  great  examples  juftify  command. 

With  that  the  venerable  warriour  rofe ;  1 50 

The  fhining  greaves  his  manly  legs  inclofe ; 
His  purple  mantle  golden  buckles  join'd. 
Warm  with  the  fofteft  wool,  and  doubly  lin'd. 
Then,  rufhing  from  his  tent,  he  fnatch'd  in  haile 
His  fteely  lance,  that  lighten'd  as  he  paft.  l^| 

The  camp  he  travers'd  through  the  fleeping  croud, 
Stopp'd  at  Ulyfles'  tent,  and  call'd  aloud. 
Ulyfles,  fudden  as  the  voice  was  fent. 
Awakes,  ftarts  up,  and  iffues  from  his  tent. 
What  new  jjiftrefs,  what  fudden  caufe  of  fright,      160 
Thus  leads  you  wandering  in  the  filent  night; 
O  prudent  chief!  (the  Pylian  fage  reply'd) 
Wife  as  thou  art,  be  now  thy  wifdom  try'd; 
Whatever  means  of  fafety  can  be  fought. 
Whatever  counfels  can  infpire  our  thought,  165 

Whatever  methods,  or  to  fly  or  fight ; 
All,  all  depend  on  this  important  night ! 

He  heard,  return'd,  and  took  his  painted  ftileld : 
Then  join'd  the  chiefs,  and  follow 'd  through  the  field. 
Without  his  tent,  bold  Diomed  they  found,  1 70 

All  fheath'd  in  arms,  his  brave  companions  round; 
Each  funk  in  fleep,  extended  on  the  field. 
His  bead  reclining  on  his  bofiy  fhieid, 

A  wood 
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A  wood  of  fpears  ftood  by,  that,  fix'd  upright. 

Shot  from  their  flafi-iing  points  a  quivering  light.     17^ 

A  bull's  black  hide  compos'd  the  hero's  bed  j 

A  fplendid  carpet  roll'd  beneath  his  head. 

Then,  with  his  foot,  old  Neftor  gently  fhakes 

The  {lumbering  chief,  and  in  thefe  words  awakes : 

Rife,  fon  of  Tydeus !  to  the  brave  and  ftrong       1 80 
Reft  feems  inglorious,  and  the  night  too  long. 
But  fleep'ft  thou  now  ?  when  from  yon  hill  the  foe 
Hangs  o'er  the  fleet,  and  (hades  our  walls  below  I 
At  this,  foft  flumber  from  his  eye-lids  fled; 
The  warriour  faw  the  hoary  chief,  and  faid,  185 

Wondrous  old  man!  whofe  foul  no  refpite  knows. 
Though  years  and  honours  bid  thee  feek  repofe. 
Let  younger  Greeks  our  fleeping  warriours  wake ; 
111  fits  thy  age  thefe  tolls  to  undertake. 
My  friend  (he  anfwer'd)  generous  is  thy  care,  190 

Thefe  toils,  my  fubjefts  and  my  fons  might  bear. 
Their  loyal  thoughts  and  pious  loves  confpire 
To  eafe  a  fovereign,  and  relieve  a  fire. 
But  now  the  laft  defpair  furrounds  our  hoft  ; 
No  hour  muft  pafs,  no  moment  muft  be  loft  ;  ig^ 

Each  fingle  Greek,  in  this  conclufive  ftrife. 
Stands  on  the  ftiarpeft  edge  of  death  or  life  : 
Yet,  if  my  years  thy  kind  regard  engage. 
Employ  thy  youth  as  I  employ  my  age  : 
Succeed  to  thefe  my  cares,  and  rouze  the  reft  ;         zoo- 
He  ferves  me  moft,  w  ho  ferves  his  country  beft. 

This  faid,  the  hero  o'er  his  (boulders  flung 
A  lion's  fpoils,  that  to  his  ancles  hung ; 


.} 


I'hea  feiz'd  his  ponderous  lance,  and  ftrode  along. 

Mege-s 
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Meges  the  bold,  with  Ajax  fam'd  for  fpeed,  toj 

The  vvarriour  rouz'd,  and  to  th' entrenchments  led. 
And  now  the  chiefs  approach  the  nightly  guard  ; 
A  wakeful  fquadron,  each  in  arms  prepar'd  : 
Th'  unweary'd  watch  their  liftening  leaders  keep. 
And,  couching  clofe,  repel  invading  fleep.  210 

$0  faithful  dogs  their  fleecy  charge  maintain. 
With  toil  proteded  from  the  prowling  train. 
When  the  gaunt  lionefs,  with  hunger  bold. 
Springs  from  the  mountains  tow'rd  the  guarded  fold : 
Through  breaking  woods  her  ruftling  courfe  they  hear; 
Loud,  and  more  loud,  the  clamours  Ilrike  their  ear 
Of  hounds  and  men ;  they  ftart,  they  gaze  around. 
Watch  every  fide,  and  turn  to  every  found. 
Thus  watch'd  the  Grecians,  cautious  of  furprize. 
Each  voice,  each  motion,  drew  their  ears  and  eyes;  229 
Each  ftep  of  pafling  feet  increas'd  th'  affright; 
And  hoftile  Troy  was  ever  full  in  fight. 
Neftor  with  joy  the  wakeful  band  furvey'd. 
And  thus  accofted  through  the  gloomy  (hade ; 
'Tis  well,  my  fons!  your  nightly  cares  employ ;        225 
Elfe  muft  our  hoft  become  the  fcorn  of  Troy, 
Watch  thus,  and  Greece  fhall  live—The  hero  faid  ; 
Then  o'er  the  trench  the  following  chieftains  led. 
His  fon,  and  god-like  Merion  march'd  behind 
(For  thefe  the  princes  to  their  council  join'd) ;         230 
llie  trenches  paft,  th'  aflemblcd  kings  around 
In  filent  ftate  the  confiftory  crown'd. 
A  place  there  was  yet  undefil'd  with  gore, 
The  fpot  where  Hedor  ftopp'd  his  rage  before ; 

Whea 
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When  night  defcending,  from  his  vengeful  hand      23^ 
Repriev'd  the  relicks  of  the  Grecian  band  : 
(The  plain  befide  with  mangled  corpfe  was  fpread. 
And  all  his  progrefs  mark'dby  heaps  of  dead.) 
There  fat  the  mournful  kings :  when  Neleus'  fon 
The  council  opening,  in  thefe  words  begun  :  240 

Is  there  (faid  he)  a  chief  fo  greatly  brave. 
His  life  to  hazard,  and  his  country  fave  ? 
Lives  there  a  man,  who  fingly  dares  to  go 
To  yonder  camp,  or  feize  fome  ftraggling  foe  ? 
Or,  favour 'd  by  the  night,  approach  fo  near,  24c 

Their  fpeech,  their  counfels,  and  defigns,  to  hear  ? 
If  to  befiege  our  navies  they  prepare. 
Or  Troy  once  more  muft  be  the  feat  of  war  ? 
This  could  he  learn,  and  to  our  peers  recite. 
And  pafs  unharm'd  the  dangers  of  the  night ;  250 

AVhat  fame  were  his  through  all  fucceeding  days. 
While  Phoebus  IhinCs,  or  men  ha\e  tongues  to praife  ? 
What  gifts  his  grateful  country  v/ould  beftow  ? 
What  muft  not  Greece  to  her  deliverer  owe  ? 
A  fable  ewe  each  leader  fhould  provide,  2^^ 

With  each  a  fable  lambkin  by  her  fide; 
At  every  rite  his  fhare  fhould  be  increas'd. 
And  his  the  foremoft  honours  of  the  feaft. 
Fear  held  them  mute :  alone,  untaught  to  fear, 
Tydides  fpoke — The  man  ycu  feek,  is  here.  260 

Through  )'on  black  camps  to  bend  my  dangerous  way. 
Some  God  within  commands,  and  I  obey. 
But  let  fome  other  chofen  warriour  join. 
To  raife  my  hope^,.  and  fecond  my  defign. 
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By  mutual  confidence,  and  mutual  aid,  26c 

Great  deeds  are  done,  and  great  difcoverles  made ; 
The  wife  new  prudence  from  the  wife  acquire. 
And  one  brave  hero  fans  another's  fire. 

Contending  leaders  at  the  word  arofe : 
Each  generous  breaft  with  emulation  glows :  273 

So  brave  a  taflc  each  Ajax  drove  to  fhare. 
Bold  Merion  ftrove,  and  Neftor's  valiant  heir; 
The  Spartan  wiiTi'd  the  fecond  place  to  gain. 
And  great  Ulyffes  wifh'd,  nor  wifft'd  in  vain^ 
Then  thus  the  king  of  men  the  conteft  ends  :  27^ 

Thou  firft  of  warriours,  and  thou  befl:  of  friends. 
Undaunted  Diomed  !  what  chief  to  join 
In  this  great  enterprize,  is  only  thine. 
Juft  be  thy  choice,  without  afFeftion  made; 
To  birth,  or  office,  no  refpedt  be  paid ;  2 So- 

Let  worth  detennine  here.     The  monarch  fpake. 
And  inly  trembled  for  his  brother's  fake. 

Then  thus  (the  god-like  Diomed  rejoin'd) : 
My  choice  declares  the  impulfe  of  my  mind. 
How  can  I  doubt,  while  great  Ulyffes  ftands  2S5; 

To  lend  his  counfels,  and  affift  our  hands  ? 
A  chief,  wli^fefafety  is  Minerva's  care; 
So  fam'd,  fo  dreadful,  in  the  works  of  war : 
Bleft  in  his  condud,  I  no  aid  require  ; 
Wifi.^.om  like  his  might  pafs  through  flames  of  fire.       290 

It  fits  thee  not,  before  thefe  chiefs  of  fame, 
( Reply 'd  the  fage)  to  praife  me,  or  to  blame  : 
Praife  from  a  friend ,  or  cenfure  from  a  foe,. 
Are  loft  on  hearers  that  our  merits  kno\y» 

But 
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Bet  let  us  hafte — Night  rolls  the  hours  away,  29 

The  reddening  Orient  (hows  the  coming  day. 
The  ftars  fhine  fainter  on  th'  cethereal  plains. 
And  of  Night's  empire  but  a  third  remains. 

Thus  having  fpoke,  with  generous  ardour  prell. 
In  arms  terrific  their  huge  limbs  they  dreli.  300 

A  tvvo-edg'd  faulchion  Thrafymed  the  brave. 
And  ample  buckler,  to  Tydides  gave : 
Then  in  a  leathern  helm  he  cas'd  his  head. 
Short  of  its  creft,  and  with  no  plume  o'erfpread ; 
^Such  as  by  youths  unus'd  to  arms  are  wornj  305 

No  fpoils  enrich  it,  and  no  ftuds  adorn,) 
Next  him  Ulyfles  took  a  (hining  fword, 
A  bow  and  quiver,  with  bright  arrows  ftor'd  : 
A  well-prov'd  cafque,  with  leather  braces  bound, 
^Thy  gift,  Meriones)  his  temples  crown'd  ;  310 

Soft  wool  within^  \nthout,  in  order  fpread, 
A  boar's  white  teeth  grinn'd  horrid  o'er  his  head. 
This  from  Amyntor,  rich  Ormenus'  fon, 
Autolychus  by  fraudful  rapine  won. 
And  gave  Amphidafflas ;  from  him  the  prize  3 1  r 

Molus  receiv'd,  the  pledge  of  focial  ties ; 
The  helmet  next  by  Merion  was  poflefs'd. 
And  now  Ulyfles'  thoughtful  temples  prefs'd. 
Thus  flieath'd  in  arms,  the  council  they  forfake. 
And  dark  through  paths  oblique  their  progrefs  take. 
Juft  then,  in  fign  fhe  favour 'd  their  intent, 
A  long-wing'd  heron  great  Minerva  font : 
This,  though  furrounding  fhades  obfcur'd  their  view, 
JBy  the  fnrill  clang,  and  whillling  wings,  they  knew. 
Vol.  XLVlir.  X  As 
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As  from  the  right  fhe  foar'd,  Ulyffes  pray'd,  32^ 

Hail'd  the  glad  omcii,  and  addrefs'd  the  Maid  : 

O  daughter  of  that  God,  whofe  arm  can  wield 
Th'  avenging  bolt,  and  (hake  the  dreadful  Ihield  ! 
O  thou  !  for  ever  prefent  in  my  way. 
Who  all  my  motions,  all  my  toils,  furvey  !  330 

Safe  may  we  pafs  beneath  the  gloomy  fhade. 
Safe  by  thy  fuccour  to  our  fhips  convey'd ; 
And  let  fome  deed  this  fignal  night  adorn. 
To  claim  the  tears  of  Trojans  yet  unborn. 

Then  god-like  Diomed  preferr'd  his  prayer:        335;' 
Daughter  of  Jove,  unconquer'd  Pallas!  hear. 
Great  Queen  of  arms,  whofe  favour  Tydeus  wonj 
As  thou  defend 'ft  the  fire,  defend  the  fon. 
When  on  iEfopus'  banks  the  banded  powers 
Of  Greece  he  left,  and  fought  the  Theban  towers,  346 
Peace  was  his  charge ;  receiv'd  with  peaceful  fhow. 
He  went  a  legate,  but  return'd  a  foe  : 
Then  help'd  by  thee,  and  cover'd  by  thy  fhield. 
He  fought  with  numbers,  and  made  numbers  yield. 
So  now  be  prefent.  Oh  celeftial  Maid !  34^; 

So  ftill  continue  to  the  race  thine  aid ! 
A  youthful  fteer  fliall  fall  beneath  the  ftroke, 
Untam'd,  unconfcious  of  the  galling  yoke. 
With  ample  forehead,  and  with  fpreading  horns, 
W^hofe  taper  tops  refulgent  gold  adorns.  350 

The  heroes  pray'd;  and  Pallas  from  thefkies 
Accords  their  vow,  fucceeds  their  enterprize. 
"Now,  like  two  lions  panting  for  the  prey. 
With  dreadful  thoughts  they  trace  the  dreary  way. 

Through 
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Through  the  black  horrours  of  th'  cnfanguin'd  plain. 
Through  duft,  through  blood,  o'er  arms  and  hills  of 

Nor  iefs  bold  Heftor,  and  the  fons  of  Troy,      [flain. 
On  high  defigns  the  wakeful  hours  employ ; 
Th'  aflembled  peers  their  lofty  chief  inclos'd ; 
Who  thus  the  counfels  of  his  breaft  propos'd:  360 

What  glorious  man  for  high  attempts  prepar'd. 
Dares  greatly  venture,  for  a  rich  reward. 
Of  yonder  fleet  a  bold  difcovery  make. 
What  watch  they  keep,  and  what  refolves  they  take  ? 
If  now  fubdued  they  meditate  their  flight,  36J 

And  fpent  with  toil  negleft  the  watch  of  night  ? 
His  be  the  chariot  that  fhall  pleafe  him  moft,. 
Of  all  the  plunder  of  the  vanquifh'd  hoft;. 
His  the  fair  fleeds.  that  all  the  reft  excel. 
And  his  the  glory  to  have  ferv'd  fo  well.  370 

A  youth  there  was  among  the  tribes  of  Troy, 
Dolon  his  name,  Eumedes'  only  boy 
(Five  girls  befide  the  reverend  herald  told) 
Rich  was  the  fon  in  brafs^  and  rich  in  gold; 
Not  bleft  by  nature  with  the  charms  of  face,  37  j 

But  fwift  of  foot,  and  matchlefs  in  the  race. 
Heftor!  (he  faid)  my  courage  bids  me  meet 
This  high  atchievement,  and  explore  the  fleet: 
But  firft  exalt  thy  fceptre  to  the  Ikies, 
And  fwear  to  grant  me  the  demanded  prize;  3S0 

Th'  immortal  courfers,  and  the  glittering  car. 
That  bear  Pelides  through  the  ranks  of  war, 
Encourag'd  thus,  no  idle  fcout  I  go. 
Fulfil  thy  wiih,  their  whole  intention- know,. 

Xa.  Ev'n 
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Ev'n  to  the  royal  tent  purfue  my  way,  38^ 

And  all  their  counfels,  all  their  aims  betray. 

The  chief  then  heav'd  the  golden  fceptre  high, 
Attefting  thus  the  monarch  of  the  {l<y  : 
Ee  witnefs  thou !  immortal  lord  of  all ! 
"V^  hofe  thunder  fhakes  the  dark  aerial  hall :  390 

By  none  but  Dolon  (hall  this  prize  be  borne. 
And  him  alone  th'  immortal  fteeds  adorn. 

Thus  Hector  fwore:  the  Gods  were  call'd  in  vain. 
But  the  rafh  youth  prepares  to  fcour  the  plain  : 
Acrofs  his  back  the  bended  bow  he  flung,  39J; 

A  wolf's  grey  hide  around  his  fhoulders  hung, 
A  ferret's  downy  fur  his  helmet  lin'd. 
And  in  his  hand  a  pointed  javelin  fnin'd. 
Then  (never  to  return)  he  fought  the  Ihore, 
And  trod  the  path  his  feet  mull  tread  no  more.        400 
Scarce  had  he  pafs'd  the  fteeds  and  Trojan  throng 
{Still  bending  forward  as  he  cours'd  along). 
When,  on  the  hollow  way,  th'  approaching  tread 
Ulyfles  mark'd,  and  thus  to  Diomed  : 

O  friend]  I  hcarforac  ftep  of  hoftile  feet,  405; 

Moving  this  way,  or  haftening  to  the  fleet; 
Some  fpy  perhaps,  to  lurk  befide  the  main  ; 
Or  nightly  pillager  that  ftrips  the  flain. 
Yet  let  him  pafs,  and  win  a  little  fpace; 
Then  rufh  behind  him,  and  prevent  his  pace,  410 

But  if  too  fvvift  of  foot  he  flies  before. 
Confine  his  courfe  along  the  fleet  and  fhore. 
Betwixt  the  camp  and  him  our  fpears  employ. 
And  intercept  his  hop'd  return  to  Troy. 

With 
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With  that  they  ftepp'd  afide,  and  ftoop'd  their  head 
{As  Dolon  pafs'd)  behind  a  heap  of  dead  : 
Along  the  path  the  fpy  unwary  Hew  ; 
Soft,  at  juft  diftance,  both  the  chiefs  purfue. 
So  diftant  they,  and  fuch  the  fpace  betvveen. 
As  when  two  teams  of  mules  divide  the  green  420 

(To  whom  the  hind  like  Ihares  of  land  allows), 
When  now  new  furrows  part  th'  approaching  ploughs. 
Now  Dolon  liftening  heard  them  as  they  paft ; 
Heftor  (he  thought)  had  fent,  and  check'd  his  hafle, 
Till  fcarce  at  diltance  of  a  javelin's  throw,  425 

No  voice  fucceeding,  he  perceiv'd  the  foe. 
As  when  two  feilful  hounds  the  leveret  wind ; 
Or  chace  through  woods  obfcure  the  trembling  hind  ; 
Now  lolt,  now  feen,  they  intercept  his  way. 
And  from  the  herd  ftill  turn  the  flying  prey  :  430 

So  fait,  and  with  fuch  fears,  the  Trojan  flew ; 
So  clofe,  fo  conftant,  the  bold  Greeks  purfue. 
Now  almoft  on  the  fleet  the  daftard  falls. 
And  mingles  with  the  guards  that  watch  the  walls; 
When  brave  Tydides  ftopp'd;  a  generous  thought  43  c 
(Infpir'd  by  Pallas)  in  his  bofom  wrought. 
Left  on  the  foe  fome  forward  Greek  advance. 
And  fnatch  the  glory  from  his  lifted  lance. 
Then  thus  aloud  :  Whoe'er  thou  art  remain; 
This  javelin  elfe  fliall  fix  thee  to  the  plain.  440 

He  faid,  and  high  in  air  the  weapon  cafl:. 
Which  wilful  err'd,  and  o'er  his  fhoulder  paft  ; 
Then  fix'd  in  earth.     Againft  the  trembling  wood 
7  he  wretch  flood  propp'd,  and  qiiiver'd  as  he  ftood ; 
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A  fiidden  palfy  feiz'd  his  turning  head;  44^ 

His  loofe  teeth  chatter'd,  and  his  colour  fled : 
The  panting  warriours  feize  him  as  he  (lands. 
And  with  unmanly  tears  his  life  demands. 

O  fpare  my  youth,  and  for  the  breath  I  owe. 
Large  gifts  of  price  my  father  fhall  beftow.  450 

Vaft  heaps  of  brafs  fhall  in  your  fliips  be  told. 
And  fteel  well-temper'd,  and  refulgent  gold. 

To  whom  Ulyfles  made  this  wife  reply  ; 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  be  bold,  nor  fear  to  die. 
What  moves  thee,  fay,  when  fleep  has  clos'd  the  fight. 
To  roam  the  filent  fields  in  dead  of  night  ? 
Cam'ft  thou  the  fecrets  of  our  camp  to  find. 
By  Hedlor  prompted,  or  thy  daring  mind  ? 
Or  art  fome  wretch  by  hopes  of  plunder  led 
Through  heaps  of  carnage  to  defpoil  the  dead  ?         460 
Then  thus  pale  Dolon  with  a  fearful  look, 
{Still  as  he  fpoke,  his  limbs  with  horrour  fhook.) 
Hither  I  came,  by  Hcftor's  words  deceiy'dj 
Much  did  he  promife,  raOily  I  believ'd; 
No  lefs  a  bribe  than  great  Achilles'  car,  465: 

And  thofe  fwift  fteeds  that  fweep  the  ranks  of  war, 
Urg'd  me,  unwilling,  this  attempt  to  make; 
To  learn  what  counfels,  what  refolves  you  take  : 
If,  now  fubdued,  you  fix  your  hopes  on  flight. 
And,  tir'd  with  toils,  neglefl  the  watch  of  night  ?  4^0 

Bold  was  thy  aim,  and  glorious  was  the  prize ! 
(Ulyfles,  with  a  fcornful  fmile,  replies) 
Far  other  rulers  thofe  proud  fl:eeds  demand. 
And  fcorn  the  guidance  of  a  vulgar  hand ; 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  great  Achilles  fcarce  their  rage  can  tame,         475 
Achilles,  fprung  from  an  immortal  dame. 
But  fay,  be  faithful,  and  the  truth  recite ! 
Where  lies  encamp'd  the  Trojan  chief  to  night  ? 
Where  ftand  his  courfers  ?  in  what  quarter  fleep 
Their  other  princes  ?  tell  what  watch  they  keep  :      4S0 
Say,  fince  their  conqueft,  whst  their  counfels  are  ;        J 
Or  here  to  combat,  from  their  city  far,  r 

Or  back  to  Ilion's  wall  transfer  the  war.  J 

Ulyfies  thus,  and  thus  Eumede*'  fon  : 
What  Dolon  knows,  his  faithful  tongue  Ihall  own.      48  j 
Heftor,  the  peers  affembling  in  his  tent, 
A  council  holds  at  Ilus'  monument. 
No  certain  guards  the  nightly  watch  partake ; 
Where'er  yon  fires  afcend,  the  Trojans  wake: 
Anxious  for  Troy,  the  guard  the  natives  keep ;       450 
Safe  in  their  cares,  th'  auxiliar  forces  fleep, 
Whofe  wives  and  infants,  from  the  danger  far, 
Difcharge  their  foals  of  half  the  fears  of  war. 

Then  fleep  thofe  aids  among  the  Trojan  train, 
■(Enquir'dthe  chief)  or  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain?      495; 

To  whom  the  fpv  :  Their  powers  they  thus  difpofe: 
The  Pseons,  dreadful  with  their  bended  bows. 
The  Carians,  Caucons,  the  Pelafgian  hoft. 
And  l.cleges,  encamp  along  the  coaft. 
Not  diflant  far,  li2  higher  on  the  land  500 

The  Lycian,  Myfian,  and  Msonian  band. 
And  Phrygia's  horfe,  by  Thymbras'  ancient  wall; 
The  Thracians  utmoft,  and  apart  from  all. 
T'hefc  Troy  but  lately  to  her  fuccour  won. 
Led  on  by  Rhcfus,  great  Eioneub'  fon :  f oj 
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I  faw  his  couriers  in  proud  triumph  go. 

Swift  as  the  wind,  and  white  as  winter  fnow  : 

Rich  filver  plates  his  fhining  car  infold ; 

Plis  folid  arms,  refulgent,  flame  with  gold; 

No  mortal  fhoulders  fuit  the  glorious  load,  jio 

Celeltial  Panoply,  to  grace  a  God ! 

Let  me,  unhappy,  to  your  fleet  be  borne. 

Or  leave  me  here,  a  captive's  fate  to  mourn. 

In  cruel  chains ;  till  your  return  reveal. 

Tilt  truth  or  falfehood  of  the  news  I  tell.  5 1  ^ 

To  this  Tydides,  with,  a  gloomy  frown: 
Think  not  to  live,  though  all  the  truth  be  fhown : 
Shall  we  difmifs  thee,  in  fome  future  ftrife 
To  rifk  more  bravely  thy  now  forfeit  life  ? 
Or  that  again  our  camps  thou  may 'ft  explore;  i^zo 

No — once  a  traitor,  thou  betray 'ft  no  more. 

Sternly  he  fpoke,  and  as  the  wretch  prepar'd 
Vv'ith  humble  blandifhment  to  ftroke  his  beard, 
Jjike  lightning  fwift  the  v/rathful  faulchion  flew. 
Divides  the  neck,  and  cuts  the  nerves  in  two  ;         52  c 
One  inftant  fnatch'd  his  trembling  foul  to  hell, 
Tlie  head,  yet  fpeaking,  mutter'd  as  it  fell. 
The  furry  helmet  from  his  brow  they  tear. 
The  wolf's  grey  hide,  th'  unbended  bow  and  fpear; 
Thefe  great  UlyflTes  lifting  to  the  fkies,  53c 

1  o  favouring  Pallas  dedicates  the  prize  : 

Great  Queen  of  arms !  receive  this  hoftile  fpoil. 
And  let  the  Thracian  fteeds  reward  our  toil : 
Thee  firft  of  all  the  heavenly  hoft  we  praife ; 
O  fpecd  our  labours,  and  d;re(fl  our  ways!  ^^^ 
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This  fald,  the  fpoilswith  dropping  gore  defac'd. 
High  on  a  fpreading  tamariik  he  plac'd ; 
Then  heap'd  with  reeds  and  gather'd  boughs  the  plain. 
To  guide  their  footfteps  to  the  place  again. 

Through  the  ftill  nig]it  they  crofs  the  devious  fields 
Slippery  with  blood,  o'er  arms  and  heaps  of  fhields. 
Arriving  where  the  Thracian  fquadrons  lay. 
And  eas'd  in  fleep  the  labours  of  the  day. 
Rang'd  in  three  lines  they  view  the  proftrate  band  : 
The  horfes  yok'd  befide  each  warriour  ftand  ;  cap 

'] 'heir  arms  in  order  on  the  ground  reclin'd. 
Through  the  brown  (hade  the  fulgid  weapons  fhin'd : 
Amidft  lay  Rhefus,  flretch'd  in  deep  profound. 
And  the  white  fleeds  behind  his  chariot  bound. 
Tlie  welcome  fight  UlyfTes  firft  defcries,  550 

And  points  to  Diomed  the  tempting  prize. 
The  man,  the  courfers,  and  the  car  behold  I 
Defcrib'd  by  Dolon,  with  the  arms  of  gold. 
Now,  brave  Tydides !  now  thy  courage  try. 
Approach  the  chariot,  and  the  fteeds  untie  ;  55^ 

Or  if  thy  foul  afpire  to  fiercer  deeds. 
Urge  thou  the  flaughter,  while  I  feize  the  ileeds. 

Pallas  (this  faid)  her  hero's  bofom  warms, 
Breath'd  in  his  heart,  and  ftrung  his  nervous  arms ; 
Where'er  he  pafs'd,  a  purple  flream  purfued  560 

His  thirfty  faulchion,  fat  with  hoftiie  blood  ; 
Eath'd  all  his  footfteps,  dy'd  the  fields  with  gore. 
And  a  low  groan  remurmur'd  through  the  fliore. 
So  the  grim  lion,  from  his  nightly  den, 
O'erleaps  the  fences,  and  invades  the  pen;  565 
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On  {heep  or  goats,  refiftlefs  In  his  wav. 

He  foils,  and  foaming  rends  the  guardlefs  prey. 

Is'or  ftopp'd  the  fury  of  his  vengeful  hand. 

Till  twelve  lay  breathlefs  of  the  Thracian  band. 

Ulyffes  following,  as  his  partner  flew,  5^0 

Back  by  the  foot  each  flaughter'd  warrlour  drew; 

The  milk-white  courfers  ftudious  to  convey 

Safe  to  the  fhips,  he  wifely  clear'd  the  way ; 

Left  the  fierce  fteeds,  not  yet  to  battles  bred. 

Should  ftart,  and  tremble  at  the  heaps  of  dead.       575 

Now  twelve  difpatch'd,  the  monarch  laft  they  found ; 

Tydides'  faulchion  fix'd  him  to  the  ground. 

Juft  then  a  deathful  dream  Minerva  fent; 

A  warlike  form  appear'd  before  his  tent, 

"Whofe  vifionary  ftcel  his  bofom  tore  :  581) 

So  dream'd  the  monarch,  and  awak'd  no  more. 

UlyiTes  now  the  fnowy  fteeds  detains. 
And  leads  them,  faften'd  by  the  filver  reins ; 
Thefe,  with  his  bov/ unbent,  he  lalTi'd  along  ; 
(The  fcourge  forgot,  on  Rhefus' chariot  hung.)      585 
Then  gave  his  friend  the  fignal  to  retire ; 
But  him,  new  dangers,  new  atchievements  fire : 
Doubtful  he  ftood,  or  with  his  reeking  blade 
To  fend  more  heroes  to  th'  infernal  fhade. 
Drag  off  the  car  where  Rhefus'  armour  lay,  590 

Or  heave  with  manly  force,  and  lift  away. 
While  unrefolv'd  tlie  fon  of  Tydeus  ftands, 
Pallas  appears,  and  thus  her  chief  commands  : 

Enough,  my  fon ;  from  farther  flaughter  ceafe. 
Regard  thy  fafery,  and  depart  in  peace  s  59  j 
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Hafte  to  the  fhips,  the  gotten  fpoils  enjoy. 
Nor  tempt  too  far  the  hoftile  Gods  of  Troy. 

The  voice  divine  confefs'd  the  martial  Maid; 
In  hafte  he  mounted,  and  her  word  obey'd ; 
The  courfers  fly  before  UlyfTes'  bow,  600 

Swift  as  the  wind,  and  white  as  winter-fnow. 

Not  unobferv'd  they  pafs'd :  the  God  of  light 
Had  watch'd  his  Troy,  and  raark'd  Minerva's  flight. 
Saw  Tydeus'  fon  with  heavenly  fuccour  bleft. 
And  vengeful  anger  fiU'd  his  facred  breaft.  60^ 

Swift  to  the  Trojan  camp  defcends  the  Power, 
And  wakes  Hippocoon  in  the  morning  hour 
(On  Rhefus'  fide  accuftom'd  to  attend, 
A  faithful  kinfman,  and  inftruftive  friend). 
He  rofe,  andfaw  the  field  deform'd  with  blood,     61Q 
An  empty  fpace  where  late  the  courfers  ftood. 
The  yet-warm  Thracians  panting  on  the  coaft^ ; 
For  each  he  wept,  but  for  his  Rhefus  moft : 
Now  while  on  Rhefus'  name  he  calls  in  vain. 
The  gathering  tumult  fpreads  o'er  all  the  plain ;        6r^ 
On  heaps  the  Trojans  rufh,  with  v^ild  affright. 
And  wondering  view  the  flaughters  of  the  night. 

Meanwhile  the  chiefs  arriving  at  the  fhade 
Where  late  the  fpoils  of  Heftor's  fpy  v/ere  laid, 
Ulyflts  ftopp'd ;  to  him  Tydides  bore  620 

The  trophy,  dropping  yet  with  Dolon's  gore : 
Then  mounts  again ;  again  their  nimble  feet 
The  courfers  ply,  and  thunder  tovv'rds  the  fleet. 

Old  Neftor  firft  perceiv'd  th'  approaching  found, 
Eefpeaking  thus  the  Grecian  jpeers  around ;  625- 
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Methinks  the  noife  of  trampling  fteeds  I  hear. 

Thickening  this  way,  and  gathering  on  my  ear ; 

Perhaps  foir.e  horfes  of  the  Trojan  breed 

(So  may,  ye  Gods!  my  pious  hop-?s  fucceed) 

The  great  Tydides  and  Ulyfles  bear,  630 

Return'd  triumphant  with  this  prize  of  war. 

Yet  much  I  fear  (ah  may  that  fear  be  vain!) 

The. chiefs  out-number'd  by  the  Trojan  train; 

Perhaps,  ev'n  now  purfued,  they  feel-c  the  (hore ; 

Or,  oh!  perhaps  thofe  heroes  are  no  more.  6^^ 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when  lo  !  the  chiefs  appear. 
And  fpring  to  earth ;  the  Greeks  difmifs  their  fear  : 
With  words  of  friendfhip  and  extended  hands 
They  greet  the  kings :  and  Neftor  firll  demands: 

Say  thou,  whofe  praifes  all  our  hoft  proclaim,      640 
Thou  living  glory  of  the  Grecian  name  I 
Say,  whence  thefe  courfers  ?  by  what  chance  beftow'd  ? 
The  fpoil  of  foes,  or  prefent  of  a  God  ? 
Not  thofe  fair  fteeds  fo  radiant  and  fo  gay. 
That  draw  the  burning  chariot  of  the  day.  645' 

Old  as  I  am,  to  age  I  fcorn  to  yield. 
And  daily  mingle  in  the  martial  field ; 
Eut  fore  till  now  no  courfers  ftruck  my  fight 
Like  thefe,  confpicuous  through  the  ranks  of  fight. 
Some  God,  I  deem,  conferr'd  the  glorious  prize,  650 
Bleft  as  ye  are,  and  favourites  of  the  fkies; 
The  care  of  him  who  bids  the  thunder  roar. 
And  *  her,  whofe  fury  bathes  the  world  with  gore. 

Father!  notfo  (fage  Ithacus  rejoin'd) 
The  gifts  of  Heaven  are  of  a  nobler  kindr  6:;^ 

Of 
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Of  Thraclan  lineag-e  are  the  deeds  ye  view, 
Whofe  hoftile  king  the  brave  Tydides  Hew  ; 
Sleeping  he  dy'd,  with  all  his  guards  around. 
And  twelve  befidelay  gafping  on  the  ground. 
Thefe  other  fpoils  from  conquer'd  Dolon  came,       660 
A  wretch,  whofe  fwiftnefs  was  his  only  fame. 
By  Hedor  fcnt  our  forces  to  explore. 
He  now  lies  headlefs  on  the  fandy  fhore. 

Then  o'er  the  trench  the  bounding  courfers  flew; 
The  joyful  Greeks  with  loud  acclaim  purfue.  66^ 

Straight  to  Tydides'  high  pavillion  borne, 
Tlie  matchlefs  fteeds  his  ample  ftall  adorn  : 
The  neighing  courfers  their  new  fellows  greet. 
And  the  full  racks  are  heap'd  with  generous  wheat. 
But  Dolon's  armour,  to  his  fhips  convey'd,  670  1 

High  on  the  painted  Hern  Ulyffeslaid,  > 

A  trophy  deftin'd  to  the  blue-ey'd  Maid.  J 

Nov/  from  nofturnal  fweat,  and  fanguine  ilain. 
They  cleanfe  their  bodies  in  the  ncigbouring  main : 
Then  in  the  po!i(h'd  bath,  refrefh'd  from  toil,  675 

Their  joints  they  fupple  with  dilTolving  oil. 
In  due  repaft  indulge  the  genial  hour. 
And  firft  to  Pallas  the  libations  pour  : 
They  fit,  rejoicing  in  her  aid  divine, 
^d  the  crown'd  goblet  foams  with  floods  of  wine.    680 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  third  Battle,  and  the  Ads  of  Agamemnon. 

AGAMEMNON,  having  armed  himfelf,  leads  the 
Grecians  to  battle :  Heftor  prepares  the  Trojans  to 
receive  them;  while  Jupiter,  Juno,  and  Minerva, 
give  the  fignals  of  war.  Agamemnon  hears  all  be- 
fore him  ;  and  Hedor  is  commanded  by  Jupiter  (who 
fends  Iris  for  that  purpofe)  to  decline  tlie  engage- 
ment, till  the  king  (hall  be  wounded  and  retire  from 
the  field.  He  then  makes  a  great  fiaughter  of  the 
enemy ;  Ulyfies  and  Diomed  put  a  flop  to  him  for  a 
time;  but  the  latter  being  wounded  by  Paris,  is 
obliged  to  defert  his  companion,  who  is  encompafled 
by  the  Trojans,  wounded,  and  in  the  utmoft  dan- 
ger, till  Menelaiis  and  Ajax  refcue  him.  Hedor 
comes  againft  Ajax ;  but  that  hero  alone  oppofes 
multitudes,  and  rallies  the  Greeks.  In  the  mean 
time  Machacn,  in  the  other  v,-ing  of  the  army,  is 
pierced  with  an  arrow  by  Paris,  and  carried  fri)m 
the  fight  in  Neftor's  chariot.  Achilles  (who  over- 
looked the  adion  from  his  (hip)  fent  Patroclus  to  en- 
quire which  of  the  Greeks  uas  wounded  in  that  man- 
ner ?  Neftor  entertains  him  in  his  tent  v.ith  an  ac- 
count of  the  accidents  of  the  day,  and  a  long  recital 
of  fome  former  wars  which  he  remembered,  tending 
to  put  Patroclus  upon  perfuading  Achilles  to  fight 
for  his  countrymen,  or  at  leaft  permit  Him  to  do  it, 
clad  in  Achilles'  armour.  Patroclus  in  his  return 
meets  Euryp)  lus  alfo  wounded,  and  affifts  him  in 
that  diftrefs. 

This  book  opens  with  the  eight  and  twentieth  day 
of  the  poem ;  and  the  fame  day,  with  its  various  ac- 
tions and  adventures,  is  extended  through  the  twelfth, 
thirteenth,  fourteenth,  fifteenth,  fixteenth,  feven- 
teenth,  and  part  of  the  eighteenth  books.  The  fcene 
lies  in  the  field,  near  the  monument  of  IIus, 
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TH  E  faffron  morn,  with  early  blufhes  fpread. 
Now  rofe  refulgent  from  Tithonius'  bed; 
With  new-born  day  to  gladden  mortal  fight. 
And  gild  the  courts  of  heaven  with  facred  light ; 
When  baleful  Eris,  fent  by  Jove's  command,  y 

The  torch  of  difcord  blazing  in  her  hand. 
Through  the  red  flcies  her  bloody  fign  extend^. 
And,  wrapt  in  tempefts,  o'er  the  fleet  defcends. 
High  on  Ulyfles'  bark,  her  horrid  ftand 
She  took,  and  thunder'd  through  the  feas  and  land,    i  o 
Ev'n  Ajax  and  Achilles  heard  the  found, 
\\1iofe  fhips,  remote,  the  guarded  navy  bound. 
Thence  the  black  Fury  through  the  Grecian  throng 
With  horrour  founds  the  loud  Orthian  fong: 
The  navy  fhakes,  and  at  the  dire  alarms  i  ^ 

Each  bofora  boils,  each  warriour  ftarts  to  arms. 
No  more  they  figh,  inglorious  to  return. 
But  breathe  revenge,  and  for  the  combat  burn. 

The  king  of  men  his  hardy  hofl:  infpires 
With  loud  command,  with  great  example  fires ;         20 
Himfelf  firfl  rofe,  himfelf  before  the  reft 
His  mighty  limbs  in  radiant  armour  dreft. 
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And  firft  he  cas'd  hu  manly  legs  around 

In  fhining  greaves,  with  filver  buckles  bound  : 

The  beaming  cuirafs  next  adorn'd  his  breaft,  25 

The  fanne  which  once  king  Cinyras  pofTeft  : 

(The  fame  of  Greece  and  her  affembled  hofl: 

Had  reach'd  that  monarch  on  the  Cyprian  coaft ; 

'Twas  then,  the  friendfliip  of  the  chief  to  gain. 

This  glorious  gift  he  fent,  nor  fent  in  vain.)  30 

Ten  rows  of  azure  fteel  the  work  infold. 

Twice  ten  of  tin,  and  twelve  of  dudtile  gold  ; 

Three  glittering  dragons  to  the  gorget  rife,. 

Whofe  imitated  fcales,  agalnft  the  fkies 

Heflefted  various  light,  and  arching  bow'd,  3? 

Xiike  colour'd  rainbows  o'er  a  {howery  cloud 

{Jove's  wondrous  bow,  of  three  celcflial  dyes, 

Plac'd  as  a  fign  to  man  amid  the  Ikies). 

A  radiant  baldrick,  o'er  his  fhoulder  ty'd, 

Suftain'd  the  fword  that  glitter'd  at  his  fide:  40 

Gold  was  the  hilt,  a  filver  fli^ath  encas'd 

The  fhining  blade,  and  golden  hangers  grac'd. 

Hisbuckler's  mighty  orb  was  next  difplay'd. 

That  round  the  warriour  caft  a  dreadful  fliade ; 

Ten  zones  of  brafs  its  ample  brim  furround,  4.5 

And  twice  ten  boffes  the  bright  convex  croun'd : 

Tremendous  Gorgoai  frown'd  upon  its  field. 

And  circling  terrours  fill'd  th'  expreffive  fhicld : 

Within  its  concave  hung  a  filver  thong. 

On  which  a  mimic  ferpent  creeps  along  ;  5:0 

His  azure  length  in  eafy  waves  extends. 

Till  In  three  heads  th'  erabroidei-'d  raonfler  ends. 

Laft, 
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LaR  o'er  his  brows  his  fourfold  helm  he  plac'd. 
With  nodding  horfe-hair  formidably  grac'd ; 
And  ill  his  hands  two  fteely  javelins  wields,  5^ 

That  blaze  to  heaven,  and  lighten  ail  the  fields. 

That  inftant  Juno  and  the  martial  Maid 
In  happy  thunders  promls'd  Greece  their  aid; 
High  o'er  the  chief  they  clafli'd  their  arras  in  air. 
And,  leaning  from  the  clouds,  expeft  the  war.  6a 

Clofe  to  the  limits  of  the  trench  and  mound. 
The  fiery  courfers  to  their  chariots  bound 
Thefquires  reftrain'd:  the  foot,  with  thofe  who  wield 
The  lighter  arms,  rufh  forward  to  the  field. 
To  fecond  thefe,  in  clofe  array  combin'd,  6^ 

The  fquadrons  fpread  their  fable  wings  behind. 
Now  fhouts  and  tumults  wake  the  tardy  fun. 
As  with  the  light  the  warriour's  toils  begun. 
Ev'n  Jove,  whofe  thunder  fpoke  his  wrath,  diilili'd 
Red  drops  of  blood  o'er  all  the  fatal  field ;  -o 

The  woes  of  men  unwilling  to  furvey. 
And  all  the  flaughters  that  muft  ftain  the  day. 

Near  Ilus'  tomb,  in  order  rang'd  around. 
The  Trojan  lines  poflefs'd  the  lifing  ground: 
There  wife  Polydamas  and  Heftor  ftood;  7^ 

Tineas,  honoured  as  a  guardian  God  ; 
Bold  Polybus,  Agenor  the  divine. 
The  brother  warriours  of  Antenor's  line; 
With  youthful  Acamas,  whofe  beauteous  face 
And  fair  proportion  match'd  th'  etherial  race  ;  go 

Great  Hedor  cover 'd  with  his  fpacious  fhield. 
Plies  all  the  troops,  and  orders  all  the  field, 

Yz  As 
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As  the  red  ftar  now  (hows  his  fanguine  fires 

Through  the  dark  clouds,  and  now  in  night  retires ; 

Thus  through  the  ranks  appear'd  the  god-like  man,    I 

Plung'd  in  the  rear,  or  blazing  in  the  van; 

While  ftreamy  fparkles,  reftlcfs  as  he  flies, 

Flafh  from  his  arms  as  lightning  from  the  (kies. 

As  fweating  reapers  in  fomc  wealthy  field, 

^Rang'd  in  two  bands,  their  crooked  weapons  wield,  < 

Bear  down  the  furrows,  till  their  labours  meet; 

Thick  falls  the  heapy  harveft  at  their  feet : 

So  Greece  and  Troy  the  field  of  war  divide. 

And  falling  ranks  are  ftrow'd  on  every  fide, 

JSicne  ftoop'd  a  thought  to  bafe  inglorious  flight ;        < 

But  horfe  to  horfe,  and  man  to  man,  they  fight. 

Not  rabid  wolves  more  fierce  conteft  their  prey; 

Each  wounds,  each  bleeds,  bat  none  refign  the  day. 

Difcord  with  joy  the  fcene  of  death  defcries. 

And  drinks  large  {laughter  at  her  fanguine  eyes : 

Difcord  alone,  of  all  th'  immortal  train. 

Swells  the  red  horrours  of  this  direful  plain  : 

The  Gods  .in  peace  their  golden  manfions  fill, 

Rang'd  in  bright  order  on  th'  Olympian  hill ; 

But  general  murmurs  told  their  griefs  above,  id^\ 

And  each  accus'd  the  partial  will  of  Jove. 

Meanwhile  apart,  fuperior,  and  alone, 

Th'  eternal  monarch  on  his  awful  throne. 

Wrapt  in  the  blaze  of  boundlefs  glory  fate ; 

And,  fix'd,  fulfill'd  the  juft  decrees  of  fate.  no 

On  earth  he  turn'd  his  all-confidering  eyes. 

And  mark'd  the  fpot  where  Ilion's  cowers  arife ;     • 

The 
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The  fea  with  (hips,  the  fields  with  armies  fprcad, 
The  viftor's  rage,  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

Thus  while  the  morning-beams  increafing  bright  1 1 5 
O'er  heaven's  pure  azure  fpread  the  growing  light, 
Commutual  death  the  fate  of  war  confounds. 
Each  adverfc  battle  gor'd  with  equal  wounds. 
But  now  (what  time  in  fome  fequefter'd  vale 
The  weary  woodman  fpreads  his  fparing  meal,  1 20 

When  his  tir'd  arms  refufe  the  axe  to  rear. 
And  claim  a  refpite  from  the  fylvan  war; 
But  not  till  half  the  proftrate  foreft  lay 
Stretch'd  in  long  ruin,  and  expos'd  to  day) 
Then,  nor  till  then,  the  Greeks'  impulfive  might     i  2  ij' 
Pierc'd  the  black  phalanx,  and  let  in  the  light. 
Great  Agamemnon  then  the  llaughterled. 
And  flew  Bienor  at  his  people's  head  : 
Whofe  fquire  Oileus,  with  a  fudden  fpring, 
Leap'd  from  the  chariot  to  revenge  his  king  ;  1 30 

But  in  his  front  he  felt  the  fatal  wound. 
Which  pierc'd  his  brain,  and  ftretch'd  him  on  the  ground.' 
Atrides  fpoil'd,  and  left  him  on  the  plain  : 
Vain  was  their  youth,  their  glittering  armour  vain  : 
Now  foil'd  with  duft,  and  naked  to  the  Ikj-,  1 3  j 

Their  fnowy  limbs  and  beauteous  bodies  lie. 

Two  fons  of  Priam  next  to  battle  move, 
The  protluft  one  of  marriage,  one  of  love! 
In  the  fame  car  the  brother  warriours  ride. 
This  took  the  charge  to  combat,  that  to  guide  :       140 
Far  other  talk,  than  when  they  wont  to  keep, 
On  Ida's  tops,  their  father's  fleecy  (heep ! 

Y  3  Thefc 
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Thefe  on  the  mountains  once  Achilles  found. 

And  captive  led,  with  pliant  ofiers  bound  ; 

Then  to  their  fire  for  ample  furas  reftor'd  ;  145 

But  now  to  perifh  by  Atrides'  fvvord  ; 

Pierc'd  in  the  breaft  the  bafe-born  Ifus  bleeds : 

Cleft  through  the  head,  his  brother's  fate  fucceeds. 

Swift  to  the  fpoil  the  hafty  vidor  falls, 

Andftript,  their  features  to  his  mind  recalls.  150 

The  Trojans  fee  the  youths  untimely  die. 

But  helplefs  tremble  for  themfelves,  and  fly. 

So  when  a  lion,  ranging  o'er  the  lawns. 

Finds,  on  fome  grafly  lair,  the  couching  fawns. 

Their  bones  he  cracks,  their  reeking  vitals  draws,  i^^ 

And  grinds  the  quivering  flefh  with  bloody  jaws ; 

The  frighted  hind  beholds,  and  dares  not  ftay. 

But  fwift  through  ruftling  thickets  burfts  her  way  ; 

All  drown'd  in  fweat  the  panting  mother  flies. 

And  the  big  tears  roll  trickling  from  her  eyes.  160 

Amidfl;  the  tumult  of  the  routed  train. 
The  fons  of  falfe  Antimachus  were  flain  ; 
He,  who  for  bribes  his  faithlefs  counfels  fold. 
And  voted  Helen's  ftay  for  Paris'  gold. 
Atrides  mark'd,  as  thefe  their  fafety  fought,  165 

And  flew  the  children  for  the  father's  fault ; 
Their  headftrong  horfe  unable  to  reftrain. 
They  Ihook  with  fear,  and  dropp'd  the  filken  rein ; 
Then  in  their  chariot  on  their  knees  they  fall. 
And  thus  with  lifted  hands  for  mercy  call :  170 

Oh  fpare  our  youth,  and  for  the  life  we  owe, 
Antimachus  fliall  copious  gifts  beftow  ; 

Soon 
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Soon  as  he  hears  that,  not  in  battle  flain. 

The  Grecian  fhips  his  captive  fons  detain. 

Large  heaps  of  brafs  in  ranfom  (hall  be  told,  175 

And  fteel  vvell-temper'd,  and  perfuafivegold. 

Thefe  words,  attended  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
The  youths  addrefs'd  to  unrelenting  ears : 
The  vengeful  monarch  gave  this  ftern  reply— 
If  from  Antimachus  ye  fpring,  ye  die  :  iSo 

The  daring  wretch  who  once  in  council  flood 
To  filed  UlyfTes'  and  my  brother's  blood. 
For  profFer'd  peace !  and  fues  his  feed  for  grace  ? 
No,  die,  and  pay  the  forfeit  of  your  race. 

This  faid,  Pifander  from  the  car  he  caft,  j  g - 

And  pierc'd  his  breaft  :  fupine  he  breath'd  his  laft. 
His  brother  leap'd  to  earth ;  but  as  he  lay. 
The  trenchant  faulchion  lopp'd  his  hands  awa)' ; 
His  fever 'd  head  was  tofs'd  among  the  throng. 
And,  rolling,  drev/ a  bloody  train  along.  190 

Then,  where  the  thickeft  fought,  the  viclor  fiew ; 
The  king's  example  all  his  Greeks  purfue. 
Now  by  the  foot  the  flying  foot  were  flain. 
Horfe  trod  by  horfe,  lay  foaming  on  the  plain. 
From  the  dry  fields  thick  clouds  of  duft  arife,  ig  j 

Shade  the  black  hoft,  and  intercept  the  Ikies. 
The  brafs-hoof 'd  fteeds  tumultuous  plunge  and  bound. 
And  the  thick  thunder  beats  the  labouring  ground. 
Still  flaughtcring  on,  the  king  of  men  proceeds ; 
The  diftanc'd  army  wonders  at  his  deeds.  200 

As  when  the  winds  with  raging  flames  confpire. 
And  o'er  the  forefts  roll  the  flood  of  fire, 

¥4  Ir> 
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In  blazing  heaps  the  grove's  old  honours  fall. 
And  one  refulgent  ruin  levels  all ; 
Before  Atrides'  rage  fo  finks  the  foe,  265 

Whole  fquadrons  vanifh,  and  proud  heads  lie  low  : 
The  fteeds  fly  trembling  from  his  waving  fword ; 
And  many  a  car,  now  lighted  of  its  lord. 
Wide  o'er  the  field  with  guidelefs  fury  rolls. 
Breaking  their  ranks,  and  crufliing  out  their  fouls ;    210 
WTiile  his  keen  faulchion  drinks  the  warriours'  lives ; 
More  grateful,  now,  to  vultures  than  their  wives  1 

Perhaps  great  Hector  then  had  found  his  fate. 
But  Jove  and  Deftiny  prolong'd  his  date. 
Safe  from  the  darts,  the  care  of  Heaven  he  ftood,  215 
Amidft  alarms,  and  death,  and  duft,  and  blood. 

Now  paft  the  tomb  where  ancient  Ilus  lay. 
Through  the  mid  field  the  routed  urge  their  way  ; 
Where  the  wild  figsth'  adjoining  fummit  crown. 
That  path  they  take,  and  fpeed  to  reach  the  town.  220 
As  fwift  Atrides  with  loud  fhouts  purfued. 
Hot  with  liis  toil,  and  bath'd  in  hoftile  blood, 
Kow  near  the  beech- tree,  and  the  Scxan  gates. 
The  hero  halts,  and  his  affociates  waits. 
Meanwhile  on  every  fide,  around  the  plain,  225 

Difpers'd,  diforder'd,  fly  the  Trojan  train: 
So  flies  a  herd  of  beeves,  that  hear  difmay'd 
The  lion's  roaring  through  the  midnight  fhade ; 
On  heaps  they  tumble  v^ith  fuccefslefs  hafte; 
The  favage  feizes,  draws,  and  rends  the  lail :  230 

Not  with  lefs  fury  ftern  Atrides  flew. 
Still  prefs'd  the  rout,  and  (till  the  hindmoft  flew ; 

Hurl'd 
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Hurl'd  from  their  cars,  the  braveil  chiefs  are  kill'd. 
And  rage,  and  death,  and  carnage,  load  the  field. 

Now  ftorms  the  viftor  at  the  Trojan  wall ;  235 

Surveys  the  towers,  and  meditates  their  fall. 
But  Jove  defcending,  fhook  th'  Idsan  hills. 
And  down  their  fummits  pour'd  a  hundred  rills : 
Th'  unkindled  lightnings  in  his  hand  he  took. 
And  thus  the  many-colour'd  Maid  befpoke  :  24c 

Iris,  with  hafte  thy  golden  wings  difplay. 
To  god-like  Heftor  this  our  word  convey— 
'V^liile  Agamemnon  waftes  the  ranks  around. 
Fights  in  the  front,  and  bathes  with  blood  the  ground. 
Bid  him  give  way;  but  iflue  forth  commands,         245 
And  truft  the  war  to  lefs  important  hands : 
But  when,  or  wounded  by  the  fpear  or  dart. 
That  chief  fhall  m.ount  his  chariot,  and  depart: 
Then  Jove  fhall  ftring  his  arm,  and  fire  his  breaft. 
Then  to  her  fliips  fhall  flying  Greece  be  prefs'd,      250 
Till  to  the  main  the  burning  fun  defcend. 
And  facred  night  her  awful  fhade  extend. 

He  fpoke,  and  Iris  at  his  word  obey'd  ; 
On  wings  of  winds  defcends  the  various  Maid. 
The  chief  fhe  found  amidft  the  ranks  of  war,  255 

Clofe  to  the  bulwarks,  on  his  glittering  car. 
The  Goddefs  then:  O  fon  of  Priam,  hear! 
From  Jove  I  come,  and  his  high  mandate  bear — 
While  Agamemnon  waftes  the  ranks  around. 
Fights  in  the  front,  and  bathes  with  blood  the  ground, 
Abllain  from  fight ;  yet  iffue  forth  commands. 
And  truft  the  war  to  lefs  important  hands. 

But 


,50  P  O  P  E'S     H  O  M  E  R. 

But  when,  or  wounded  by  the  fpear  or  dart. 
The  chief  fhall  mount  his  chariot,  and  depart : 
Then  Jove  fiiall  firing  thy  arm,  and  fire  thy  breaft,    265 
Then  to  her  fhips  (hall  flying  Greece  be  preft. 
Till  to  the  main  the  burning  fun  defcend. 
And  facred  night  her  awful  fhade  extend. 

Shefaid,  andvanifh'd:  Heftor,  with  a  bound. 
Springs  from  his  chariot  on  the  trembling  ground,  270 
In  clanging  arms  :  he  grafps  in  either  hand 
A  pointed  lance,  and  fpeeds  from  band  to  band ; 
Revives  their  ardour,  turns  their  fteps  from  flight. 
And  wakes  anew  the  dying  flames  of  fight. 
They  ftand  to  arms :  the  Greeks  their  onfet  dare,     27  j 
Condenfe  their  powers,  and  wait  the  coming  war. 
New  force,  new  fpirit,  to  each  breaft  returns  : 
The  fight  renew'd,  with  fiercer  fury  burns : 
The  king  leads  on  ;  all  fix  on  him  their  eye. 
And  learn  from  him  to  conquer,  or  to  die.  280 

Ye  facred  Nine,  celeftial  Mufes !  tell, 
Who  fac'd  him  firfl:,  and  by  his  provvefs  fell ! 
The  great  Iphidamas,  the  bold  and  young. 
From  fage  Antenor  and  Theano  fprung ; 
Vv'hom  from  his  youth  his  grandfire  Ciffeus  bred,       285 
And  nurs'd  in  Thrace,  where  fnowy  flocks  are  fed. 
Scarce  did  the  down  his  rofy  cheeks  inveft. 
And  early  honour  warm  his  generous  breaft. 
When  the  kind  fire  confign'd  his  daughter's  charms 
{Theano's  filler)  to  his  youthful  arms.  290 

Eut,  call'd  by  glory  to  the  wars  of  Troy, 
He  leaves  untafted  the  firft  fruits  of  joy; 

From 
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From  his  lov'd  bride  departs  with  melting  eyes. 

And  fwift  to  aid  his  dearer  country  flies. 

With  twelve  black  fhips  he  reach'd  Percope's  ftrand. 

Thence  took  the  long  laborious  march  by  land. 

Now  fierce  for  fame  before  the  ranks  he  fprings. 

Towering  in  arms,  and  braves  the  king  of  kings, 

Atrides  firll  difcharg'd  the  miflive  fpear  ; 

The  Trojan  ftoop'd,  the  javelin  pafs'd  in  air.  300 

Then  near  the  corfelet,  at  the  monarch's  heart. 

With  all  his  ftrength  the  youth  direfls  his  dart : 

But  the  broad  belt,  with  plates  of  filver  bound. 

The  point  rebated,  and  repell'd  the  wound. 

Encumber'd  with  the  dart,  Atrides  ftands,  305^ 

Till,  grafp'd  with  force,  he  wrench'd  it  from  his  hands. 

At  once  his  weighty  fword  difcharg'd  a  wound 

Full  on  his  neck,  that  fell'd  him  to  the  ground. 

Stretch'd  in  the  duft  th'  unhappy  warriour  lies. 

And  fleep  eternal  feals  his  fwimming  eyes.  310 

Oh  worthy  better  fate !  oh  early  llain  ! 

Thy  country's  friend  ;  and  virtuous,  though  in  vain! 

No  more  the  youth  (hall  join  his  confort's  fide. 

At  once  a  virgin,  and  at  once  a  bride  ! 

No  more  with  prefents  her  embraces  meet,  31^ 

Or  lay  the  fpoils  of  conqueft  at  her  feet. 

On  v/hom  his  pafllon,  lavifh  of  his  ftore, 

Beftow'd  fo  much,  and  vainly  promisd  more ! 

Unwept,  uncover 'd,  on  the  plain  he  lay. 

While  the  proud  viftor  bore  his  arms  away.  320 

Coon,  Antenor's  eldeft  hope,  was  nigh : 
Tears,  at  the  fight,  came  ftarting  from  his  eye. 

While 
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While  pierc'd   with  grief  the  much-lov'd  youth  he 

view'd. 
And  the  pale  features,  now  deform'd  with  blood. 
Then  with  his  fpear,  unfeen,  his  time  he  took,        325 
Aim'd  at  the  king,  and  near  his  elbow  ftrook. 
The  thrilling  fteel  tranfpierc'd  the  brawny  part. 
And  through  his  arm  flood  forth  the  barbed  dart. 
Surpriz'd  the  monarch  feels,  yet  void  of  fear 
On  Coon  rufhes  with  his  lifted  fpear  :  330 

His  brother's  corpfe  the  pious  Trojan  draws. 
And  calls  his  country  to  affert  his  caufe. 
Defends  him  breathlefs  on  the  fanguine  field. 
And  o'er  the  body  fpreads  his  ample  fhield, 
Atrides,  marking  an  unguarded  part,  335 

Transfix'd  the  warriour  with  the  brazen  dart; 
Prone  on  his  brother's  bleeding  breaft  he  lay. 
The  monarch's  faulchion  lopp'd  his  head  away  : 
The  focial  fhades  the  fame  dark  journey  go. 
And  join  each  other  in  the  realms  below.  340 

The  vengeful  vidor  rages  round  the  fields. 
With  every  weapon  art  or  fury  yields : 
By  the  long  lance,  the  fword,  or  ponderous  flone. 
Whole  ranks  are  broken,  and  whole  troops  o'erthrown. 
This,  while  yet  warm,  diflill'd  the  purple  flood;    345 
But  when  the  wound  grew  ftiff  with  clotted  blood. 
Then  grinding  tortures  his  flrong  bofom  rend, 
Lefs  keen  thofe  darts  the  fierce  Ilythise  fend 
(The  powers  that  caufe  the  teeming  matron's  throes. 
Sad  mothers  of  unutterable  woes  !)  350 

Stung  with  the  fmart,  ,all-panting  with  the  pain. 
He  mounts  the  car,  and  gives  his  fquire  the  rein : 

Then 
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Then  with  a  voice  which  fury  made  more  ftrong. 
And  pain  augmented,  thus  exhorts  the  throng : 

O  friends  !  O  Greeks !  aflert  your  honours  won ;  ^SS 
Proceed,  and  finifli  what  this  arm  begun : 
Lq  !  angry  Jove  forbids  your  chief  to  flay. 
And  envies,  half  the  glories  of  the  day. 

He  faid  ;  the  driver  whirls  his  lengthful  thong; 
The  horfes  fly  !  the  chariot  fmokes  along.  360 

Clouds  from  their  noftrils  the  fierce  courfers  blow. 
And  from  their  fides  the  foam  defcends  in  fnow  ; 
Shot  through  the  battle  in  a  moment's  fpace. 
The  wounded  monarch  at  his  tent  they  place. 

No  fooner  Heftor  faw  the  king  retir'd. 
But  thus  his  Trojans  and  his  aids  he  fir'd  : 
Hear,  all  ye  Dardan,  all  ye  Lycian  race  ! 
Fam'd  in  clofe  fight,  and  dreadful  flice  to  face. 
Now  call  to  mind  your  ancient  trophies  won. 
Your  great  forefathers'  virtues,  and  your  own.        370 
Eehold  the  general  flies !  deferts  his  powers! 
Lo,  Jove  himfelf  declares  the  conquefi: 


ours 


Now  on  yon  ranks  impel  your  foaming  fteeds ; 
And,  fure  of  glory,  dare  immortal  deeds. 

With  words  like  thefe  the  fiery  chief  alarms         37  j; 
His  fainting  hoft,  and  every  bofom  warms. 
As  the  bold  hunter  chears  his  hounds,  to  tear 
The  brindled  lion,  or  the  tulky  bear  ; 
With  voice  and  hand. provoke  their  doubting  heart, 
And  fprings  the  foremoft  with  his  lifted  dart :  380 

So  god-like  Hedlor  prompts  his  troops  to  dare  ; 
Nor  prompts  alone,  but  leads  himfelf  the  war. 

Oft 
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On  the  black  body  of  the  foes  he  pours ; 

As  from  the  cloud's  deep  bofom,  fwell'd  with  (bowers, 

A  fudden  ftorm  the  purple  ocean  fvveeps,  38^ 

Drives  the  wild  waves,  and  tolTes  all  the  deeps. 

Say,  Mufe!  when  Jove  the  Trojans'  glory  crown'd. 

Beneath  his  arm  what  heroes  bit  the  ground  ? 

AAIeus,  Dolops,  and  Autonous  dy'd, 

Opites  next  was  added  to  their  fide,  390 

Then  brave  Hipponous  fam'd  in  many  a  fight, 

Opheltius,  Orus,  funk  to  endlefs  night : 

JE(ymnus,  Agelaus  ;  all  chiefs  of  name ; 

The  reft  were  vulgar  deaths,  unknown  to  fame. 

As  when  a  v/eftern  whirlwind,  charg'd  v/ith  ftorms,    395' 

Difpels  the  gather'd  clouds  that  Notus  forms ; 

The  guft  continued,  violent,  and  ftrong. 

Rolls  fable  clouds  in  heaps  on  heaps  along ; 

Now  to  the  fkies  the  foamipg  billows  rears. 

Now  breaks  the  furge,  and  wide  the  bottom  bares :    400 

Thus  raging  Heflor,  with  refiftlefs  hands, 

O'erturns,  confounds,  and  fcatters  all  their  bands. 

Now  the  laft  ruin  the  whole  hoft  appalls ; 

Now  Greece  had  trembled  in  her  wooden  walls ; 

Eut  wife  UlyfTes  call'd  Tydides  forth,  40; 

His  foul  rekindled,  and  awak'd  his  worth. 

And  ftand  we  deedlefs,  O  eternal  Iharae ! 

Till  Heftor's  arm  involve  the  ftips  in  flame  ? 

Hafte,  let  us  join,  and  combat  fide  by  fide. 

The  warriour  thus :  and  thus  the  friend  reply 'd  :       410 

No  martial  toil  I  fhun,  no  danger  fear; 
Let  He<^or  come;  I  wait  his  fury  here. 

Eut 
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But  Jove  with  conqueft  crowns  the  Trojan  train ; 
And,  Jove  our  foe,  all  huirian  force  is  vain. 

He  figh'd;  but,  fighing,  rais'd  his  vengeful  fteel,    41  ^g 
And  from  his  car  the  proud  Thymbrseus  fell : 
Molion,  the  charioteer,  purfued  his  lord. 
His  death  ennobled  by  UlyfTcs'  fword. 
There  flain,  they  left  them  in  eternal  night. 
Then  plung'd  amidft  the  thickeft  ranks  of  fight :      420 
So  two  wild  boars  outftrip  the  following  hounds. 
Then  fwift  revert,  and  wounds  return  for  wounds. 
Stern  Hedtor's  conquefts  in  the  middle  plain 
Stood  check'd  awhile,  and  Greece  refpir'd  again. 

The  fons  of  Merops  fhone  amidft  tiie  war ;  42^ 

Towering  they  rode  in  one  refulgent  car  : 
In  deep  prophetic  arts  their  father  fkill'd. 
Had  warn'd  his  children  from  the  Trojan  field ; 
Fate  urg'd  them  on ;  the  father  warn'd  in  vain. 
They  rufh'd  to  fight,  and  perifh'd  on  the  plain  !       430 
Their  breafts  no  more  the  vital  fpirit  warms ; 
The  ftern  Tydides  ftrips  their  Ihining  arms. 
Hypirochus  by  great  Ulyfies  dies, 
And  rich  Hippodamus  becomes  his  prize; 
Great  Jove  from  Ide  with  llaughter  fills  his  fight,    43  5 
And  level  hangs  the  doubtful  fcale  of  fight. 
By  Tydeus'  lance  Agaftrophus  was  flaia. 
The  far-fam'd  hero  of  Pseonian  llrain ; 
"Wing'd  with  his  fears,  on  foot  he  ftrove  to  fly. 
His  fteeds  too  diftant,  and  the  foe  too  nigh  ;  440 

Through  broken  orders,  fwifter  than  the  wind 
He  fledj  but  flying  left  his  life  behind. 

This 
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'This  Heftor  fees,  as  his  experienc'd  eyes 

'Traverfe  the  files,  and  to  the  refcue  flies ; 

Shouts,  as  he  paft,  the  cryftal  regions  rend,  44^ 

And  moving  armies  on  his  march  attend. 

Great  Diomed  himfelf  was  feiz'd  with  fear. 

And  thus  befpoke  his  brother  of  the  war  : 

Mark  how  this  way  yon  bending  fquadrons  yield  ! 

The  ftorm  rolls  on,  and  Hedor  rules  the  field  :  450 

Here  ftand  his  utmoft  force — The  warriour  faid; 

Swift  at  the  word  his  ponderous  javelin  fled  ; 

Kor  mifs'd  its  aim,  but  where  the  plumage  danc'd, 

Raz'd  the  fmooth  cone,  and  thence  obliquely  glancM. 

Safe  in  his  helm  (the  gift  of  Phoebus'  hands)  455 

Without  a  wound  the  Trojan  hero  fl;ands; 

But  yet  fo  fl:unn'd,  that,  ftaggering  on  the  plain. 

His  arm  and  knee  his  finking  bulk  fuftain ; 

O'er  his  dim  fight  the  miily  vapours  rife. 

And  a  ihort  darknefs  (hades  his  fwimraing  eyes.      460 

Tvdidjs  follow 'd  to  regain  his  lance; 

While  Heclor  rofe,  recover'd  from  the  trance  : 

Remounts  his  car,  and  herds  amidfi:  the  croud: 

The  Greek  purfues  him,  and  exults  aloud. 

Once  more  thank  Phosbus  for  thy  forfeit  breath,    46  j 
Or  thank  that  fwiftnefs  which  outftrips  the  death. 
Well  by  Apollo  are  thy  prayers  repaid. 
And  oft  that  partial  power  has  lent  his  aid. 
Thou  fnait  not  long  the  death  deferv'dwithuand. 
If  any  God  afiift  Tydides'  hand.  470 

Fly  then,  inglorious!  but  thy  flight,  this  day. 
Whole  hecatombs  of  Trojan  ghofls  fhall  pay. 

z  Him. 
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Him,  while  he  triumph'd,  Paris  ey'd  from  far 
(The  fpoufe  of  Helen,  the  fair  caufe  of  war) 
Around  the  fields  his  feather'd  fhafts  he  fent,  47^ 

From  ancient  IIus'  ruin'd  monument; 
Behind  the  column  plac'd,  he  bent  his  boWj, 
And  wing'd  an  arrow  at  th'  unwary  foe; 
Juft  as  he  ftoop'd,  Agaftrophus's  creft 
To  feize,  and  drew  the  corfelet  from  his  breaH:,       480 
The  bow-ftring  twang'd  ;  nor  flew  the  (haft  in  vain,- 
But  pierc'd  his  foot,  and  nail'd  it  to  the  plain. 
The  laughing  Trojan,  with  a  joyful  fpring, 
Leaps  from  his  ambufli,  and  infults  the  king. 

He  bleeds !  (he  cries)  fome  God  has  fped  my  dart;. 
Would  the  fame  God  had  fixt  it  in  his  heart ! 
So  Troy,  reliev'd  from  that  wide-wafting  hand. 
Should  breathe  from  flaughter,  and  in  combat  ftand  ; 
VVhofe  fons  now  tremble  at  his  darted  fpear. 
As  fcatter'd  lambs  the  rufhing  lions  fear.  490. 

He  dauntlefs  thus  ;  Thou  conqueror  of  the  fair. 
Thou  woman-warriour with  the  curling  hair; 
Vain  archer!  trufting  to  the  diftant  dart, 
Unfkill'd  in  arms  to  aft  a  manly  part ! 
Thou  haft  but  done  what  boys  or  women  can  ;         495' 
Such  hands  may  wound,  but  not  incenfe  a  man. 
Nor  boaft  the  fcratch  thy  feeble  arrow  gave, 
A  coward's  weapon  never  hurts  the  brave. 
Not  fo  this  dart,  which  thou  may'ft  one  day  f^el : 
Fate  wings  its  flight,  and  death  is  on  the  fteel.        j-oo 
Where  this  but  lights,  fome  noble  life  expires ; 
Its  touch  makes  orphans,  bathes  the  cheeks  of  fires-,  ■'■  • 

Vol.  XLVIII.  Z  Steeps 
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Steeps  earth  in  purple,  gluts  the  birds  of  air. 

And  leaves  fuch  objects  as  diftrad  the  fair. 

Ulyfies  haftens  with  a  trembling  heart,  50^ 

Before  him  fteps,  and  bending  draws  the  dart: 

Forth  flows  the  blood ;  an  eager  pang  fuccecds ; 

Tydides  mounts,  and  to  the  navy  fpeeds. 

Now  on  the  field  Ulyfles  ftands  alone. 
The  Greeks  all  fled,  the  Trojans  pouring  on  :         510 
But  ftands  colleded  in  hirafelf  and  whole. 
And  queftions  thus  his  own  unconquer'd  foul : 

\Miat  farther  fubterfuge,  what  hopes  remain  ? 
What  fhame,  inglorious,  if  I  quit  the  plain  ? 
What  danger,  fingly  if  I  ftand  the  ground,  515: 

My  friends  all  fcatter'd,  all  the  foes  around  ? 
Yet  wherefore  doubtful  ?  let  this  truth  fuffice ; 
The  brave  meets  danger,  and  the  coward  flies  : 
To  die  or  conquer,  proves  a  hero's  heart; 
And  knowing  this,  I  know  a  foldier's  part.  520 

Such  thoughts  revolving  in  his  careful  breaft, 
"Near,  and  more  near,  the  fhady  cohorts  preft ; 
Thefe,  in  the  warriour,  their  own  fate  inclofe  ; 
And  round  him  deep  the  fteely  circle  grows. 
So  fares  a  boar,  whom  all  the  troop  fur  rounds  52^ 

Of  fhootinghuntfmen,  and  of  clamorous  hounds  ; 
He  grinds  his  ivory  tufks ;  he  foams  with  ire ; 
His  fangulne  eye-balls  glare  with  living  firej 
By  thefe,  by  thofe,  on  every  part  is  ply'd ; 
And  the  red  flaughter  fpreads  on  every  fide.  530 

Pierc'd  through  the  flioulder,  firil  Deiopisfell; 
Next  Ennomus  and  Thoon  funk  to  hell  j 

Cherfidamas, 
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Cherudamas,  beneath  the  navel  thruft. 
Falls  prone  to  earth,  and  grafps  the  bloody  dull:, 
Charops,  the  fon  of  Hippafus,  was  near;  ^^^ 

Ulyfles  reach'd  him  with  the  fatal  fpear; 
But  to  his  aid  his  brother  Socus  flies, 
Socus,  the  brave,  the  generous,  and  the  wife  : 
Near  as  he  drew,  the  warriour  thus  began  : 

O  great  Ulyffes,  much-enduring  man !  54a 

Not  deeper  fkill'd  in  every  martial  flight. 
Than  worn  to  toils,  and  aftive  in  the  fight ! 
This  day  two  brothers  fhall  thy  conquett  grace. 
And  end  at  once  the  great  Hippaflan  race. 
Or  thou  beneath  this  lance  muft  prefs  the  field—     ^45' 
Hefaid,  and  forceful  pierc'd  his  fpacious  fliield; 
Through  the  ftrong  brafs  the  ringing  javelin  thrown, 
Plough'd  half  his  fide,  and  bar'd  it  to  the  bone. 
By  Pallas'  care,  the  fpear,  though  deep  infix'd, 
Stopt  fhort  of  life,  nor  with  his  entrails  mix'd.        ^^C) 

The  wound  not  mortal  wife  Ulyffes  knew. 
Then  furious  thus  (but  firft  fome  fteps  withdrew) : 
Unhappy  man !  whofe  death  our  hands  fhall  grace  ! 
Fate  calls  thee  hence,  and  finifh'd  is  thy  race. 
No  longer  check  my  conquefts  on  the  foej 
But,  pierc'd- by  this,  to  endlefs  darknefs  go. 
And  add  one  fpedlre  to  the  realms  below  ! 

He  fpoke ;  while  Socus,  feiz'd  with  fudden  fright. 
Trembling  gave  way,  and  turn'd  his  back  to  flight; 
Between  his  Ihoulders  pierc'd  the  following  dart,     560 
And  held  its  paflage  through  the  panting  heart. 
Wide  in  his  breaft  appear'd  the  grizly  wound ; 
He  falls  i  his  armour  rings  againfts  the  ground. 

Z  2  Then 
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Then  thus  Ulyfles,  gazing  on  the  flain  : 

Fam'd  fen  of  Hippafus !  there  prefs  the  plain;         565 

There  ends  thy  narrow  fpan  affign'd  by  Fate, 

Heaven  owes  Ulyfles  yet  a  longer  date. 

Ah,  wretch !  no  father  (hall  thy  corpfe  compofe. 

Thy  dying  eyes  no  tender  mother  clofe ; 

Eut  hungry  birds  fhall  tear  thofe  balls  away,  570 

And  hovering  vultures  fcream  around  their  prey. 

Me  Greece  fhall  honour,  when  I  meet  my  doom. 

With  folemn  funerals  and  a  Lifting  tomb. 

Then,-  raging  with  intolerable  fmart. 
He  writhes  his  body,  and  extrafts  the  dart.  575 

The  dart  a  tide  of  fpouting  gore  purfued. 
And  gladden'd  Troy  with  fight  of  hoftile  blood. 
Now  troops  on  troops  the  fainting  chief  invade, 
Forc'd  he  recedes,  and  loudly  calls  for  aid. 
Thrice  to  its  pitch  his  lofty  voice  he  rears ;  580 

The  well-known  voice  thrice  Menelaus  hears : 
Alarm'd,  to  Ajax  Telamon  he  cry'd. 
Who  fhares  his  labours,  and  defends  his  fide : 
O  friend !  UlyfTes'  fhouts  invade  my  ear ;  585 

Diftrefs'd  he  feems,  and  no  affiftance  near ; 
Strong  as  he  is;  yet,  one  oppos'd  to  all, 
Opprefs'd  by  multitudes,  the  beft  may  fall. 
Greece,  robb'd  of  him,  muft  bid  her  hoft  defpair. 
And  feel  a  lofs,  not  ages  can  repair. 

Then,  where  the  cry  direds,  his  courfe  he  bends; 
Great  Ajax,  like  the  God  of  War,  attends. 
The  prudent  chief  in  fore  diftrefs  they  found, 
V.'ich  bands  of  furious  Trojans  coropafs'd  round. 

As 
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As  when  fome  huntfman,  with  a  flying  fpear. 
From  the  blind  thicket  wounds  a  (lately  deer;  595 

Down  his  cleft  fide  while  frelh  the  blood  uiftills. 
He  bounds  aloft,  and  feuds  from  hills  to  hills : 
Till,  life's  warm  vapour  iffuing  through  the  wound. 
Wild  mountain- wolves  the  fainting  beaft  furround; 
Juft  as  their  jaws  his  proftrate  limbs  invade,  600 

The  lion  rufhes  through  the  woodland  fhade. 
The  wolves,  though  hungry,  fcour  difpers'd  away ; 
The  lordly  favage  vindicates  his  prey. 
UlyfTes  thus,  unconquer'd  by  his  pains, 
A  fmgle  warriour,  half  an  hoft  fuftains  :  605 

But  foon  as  Ajax  heaves  his  tower-like  fhield. 
The  fcatter'd  crouds  fly  frighted  o'er  the  field ; 
Atrides'  arm  the  finking  hero  ftays. 
And,  fav'd  from  numbers,  to  his  car  conveys. 
-    Viftorious  Ajax  plies  the  routed  crew;  610 

And  firft  Doryclus,  Priam's  fon,  he  flew. 
On  fl:rong  Pandocus  next  inflidls  a  wound. 
And  lays  Lyfander  bleeding  on  the  ground. 
As  when  a  torrent,  fwell'd  with  wintcry  rains. 
Pours  from  the  mountains  o'er  the  delug'd  plains,  615 
And  pines  and  oaks,  from  their  foundations  torn, 
A  country's  ruins !  to  the  feas  are  borne  : 
Fierce  Ajax  thus  o'erwhelms  the  yielding  throng; 
Men,  fteeds,  and  chariots,  roll  in  heaps  along. 
'     But  Heftor,  from  this  fcene  of  flaughter  far,       620 
Rag'd  on  the  left,  and  rul'd  the  tide  of  war: 
Loud  groans  proclaim  his  progrefs  through  the  plain. 
And  deep  Scamandcr  fwells  with  heaps  of  flain. 

Z  3  There 
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There  Neilor  and  Idomeneus  oppofe 

The  warricur's  fury,  there  the  battle  glows ;  6z^ 

There  fierce  on  foot,  or  from  the  chariot's  height. 

His  fword  deforms  the  beauteous  ranks  of  fight. 

The  fpoufe  of  Helen,  dealing  darts  around. 

Had  pierc'd  Machaon  with  a  diftant  wound  : 

In  his  right  fhoulder  the  broad  Ihaft  appear'd,         630 

And  trembling  Greece  for  her  phyfician  fear'd. 

To  Neftor  then  Idomeneus  begun  : 

Glory  of  Greece,  old  Neleus'  valiant  fon ! 

Afcend  thy  chariot,  hafte  with  fpeed  away. 

And  great  Machaon  to  the  fhips  convey.  635 

A  wife  phyfician,  Ikill'd  our  wounds  to  heal. 

Is  more  than  armies  to  the  public  weal. 

Old  Neftor  mounts  the  feat :  befide  him  rode 

The  wounded  offspring  of  the  healing  God. 

He  lends  the  lafh ;  the  fteeds  with  founding  feet      640 

Shake  the  dry  field,  and  thunder  tow'rd  the  fleet. 

But  now  Cebriones,  from  Heftor's  car, 
Survey'd  the  various  fortune  of  the  war. 
While  here  (he  cry'd)  the  flying  Greeks  are  flain; 
Trojans  on  Trojans  yonder  load  the  plain.  64J 

Before  great  Ajaxfee  the  mingled  throng 
Of  men  and  chariots  driven  in  heaps  along ! 
I  know  him  well,  diftinguifn'd  o'er  the  field 
By  the  broad  glittering  of  the  feven-fold  fhield. 
Thither,  O  Keftor,  thither  urge  thy  fteeds,  650 

There  danger  calls,  and  there  the  combat  bleeds ; 
There  horfe  and  foot  in  mingled  deaths  unite. 
And  groans  of  flaughter  mix  with  Ihouts  of  fight. 

Thua 
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Thus  having  fpoke,  the  driver's  lafh  refounds; 
Swift  through  the  ranks  the  rapid  chariot  bounds  ;     655 
Stung  by  the  ftroke,  the  courfers  fcour  the  fields. 
O'er  heaps  of  carcafes,  and  hills  of  fhields. 
The  horfes'  hoofs  are  bath'd  in  heroes'  gore. 
And,  dafhing,  purple  all  the  car  before ; 
The  groaning  axle  fable  drops  diftils,  660 

And  mangled  carnage  clogs  the  rapid  wheels. 
Here  Heftor,  plunging  through  the  thickeft  fight. 
Broke  the  dark  phalanx,  and  let  in  the  light : 
(By  the  long  lance,  the  fword,  or  ponderous  ftone. 
The  ranks  lie  fcatter'd,  and  the  troops  o'erthrown)   66£ 
Ajax  he  fhuns  through  all  the  dire  debate. 
And  fears  that  arm  whofe  force  he  felt  fo  late. 
But  partial  Jove,  efpoufing  Heftor's  part. 
Shot  heaven-bred  horrour  through  the  Grecian's  heart ; 
Confus'd,  unnerv'd  in  Heftor's  prefence  grown,     610 
Amaz'd  he  flood,  with  terrours  not  his  own. 
O'er  his  broad  back  his  moony  fhield  he  threw, 
And,  glaring  round,  with  tardy  fteps  withdrew. 
Thus  the  grim  lion  his  retreat  maintains, 
Befet  with  watchful  dogs  and  fliouting  fwains,        675 
Repuls'd  by  numbers  from  the  nightly  ftallsj 
Though  rage  impels  him,  and  though  hunger  calls. 
Long  ftands  the  fhowering  darts,  and  miflile  fires; 
Then  fourly  flow  th'  indignant  beaft  retires. 
So  turn'd  ftern  Ajax,  by  whole  hofls  repell'd,         6S0 
While  his  fwoln  heart  at  every  ftep  rebell'd. 

As  the  flow  beaft  with  heavy  ftrength  endued. 
In  fome  wide  field  by  troops  of  boys  purfued, 

Z  4  Though 
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Though  round  his  fides  a  wooden  tempeft  rain. 

Crops  the  tall  harveft,  and  lays  wafte  the  plain ;       68^ 

Thick,  on  his  hide  the  hollow  blows  refound. 

The  patient  animal  maintains  his  ground. 

Scarce  from  the  field  with  all  their  efforts  chac'J, 

And  ftirs  but  flowly  when  he  ftirs  at  laft. 

On,  Ajax  thus  a  weight  of  Trojans  hung,  690 

The  ftrokes  redoubled  on   his  buckler  rung ; 

Confiding  now  in  bulky  ftrength  he  Hands, 

Now  turns,  and  backwards  bears  the  yielding  bands; 

Now  ftifF  recedes,  yet  hardly  feems  to  fly. 

And  threats  his  followers  with  retorted  eye.  695 

Fix'd  as  the  bar  between  two  warring  powers. 

While  hiffing  darts  defcend  in  iron  fhowers : 

In  his  broad  buckler  many  a  weapon  flood. 

Its  furface  briilled  with  a  quivering  wood  j 

And  many  a  javelin,  guihlefs  on  the  plain,  700 

Marks  the  dry  duft,  and  thirfts  for  blood  in  vain. 

But  bold  Eurypylus  his  aid  imparts, 

And  dauntlefs  fprings  beneath  a  cloud  of  darts; 

Whofe  eager  javelin  launch'd  againft  the  foe, 

Creat  Apifaon  felt  the  fatal  tlow ;  705 

From  his  torn  liver  the  red  current  flow'd. 

And  his  flack  knees  defert  their  dying  load. 

The  viftor  rufliing  to  defpoil  the  dead. 

From  Paris'  bow  a  vengeful  arrow  fled ; 

-Fix'd  in  his  nervous  thigh  the  weapon  ftood,  710 

Fix'd  was  the  point,  but  broken  was  the  wood. 

Back  to  the  lines  the  wounded  Greek  retir'd. 

Yet  thus,  retreating,  his  alTociates  fir'd : 

What 
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What  God,  O  Grecians !  has  your  heart  difmay'd  ? 
Oh,  turn  to  arras ;   'tis  Ajax  claims  your  aid.         71  j 
This  hour  he  ftands  the  mark  of  hoftile  rage. 
And  this  the  laft  brave  battle  he  (hall  wage ; 
Hafte,  join  your  forces ;  from  the  gloomy  grave 
The  warriour  refcue,  and  your  country  fare. 

Thus  urg'd  the  chief ;  a  generous  troop  appears,  720 
Who  fpread  their  bucklers,  and  advance  their  fpears. 
To  guard  their  wounded  friend  :  while  thus  they  ftand 
With  pious  care,  great  Ajax  joins  the  band  : 
Each  takes  new  courage  at  the  hero's  fight; 
Tiie  hero  rallies  and  renews  the  light.  72  c 

Thus  rag'd  both  armies  like  confliding  fires. 
While  Neftor's  chariot  far  from  fight  retires: 
Plis  courfers,  fteep'd  in  fweat,  and  ftain'd  with  gore. 
The  Greeks'  preferver,  great  Machaon,  bore. 
That  hour  Achilles,  from  the  topmoft  height  730 

Of  his  proud  fleet,  o'erlook'd  the  fields  of  fight ; 
His  feafted  eyes  beheld  around  the  plain 
The  Grecian  rout,  the  flaying,  and  the  llain. 
His  friend  Machaon  fingled  from  the  reft, 
A  tranfient  pity  touch  his  vengeful  breaft.  ^jj^ 

Straight  to  Mencetius'  much-Iov'd  fon  he  fent; 
Graceful  as  Mars,  Patroclus  quits  his  tent : 
In  evil  hour !     Then  fate  decreed  his  doom ; 
And  fix'd  the  date  of  all  his  woes  to  come. 
.     Wliy  calls  my  friend  ?  Thy  lov'd  injundions  lay  ; 
Whate'er  thy  will,  Patroclus  fliall  obey. 

O  firft  of  friends!  (Pelides  thus  reply 'd) 
Still  at  my  heart,  and  ever  at  my  fide  ! 

The 
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The  time  is  come,  when  yon  defpairing  hoft 

Shall  learn  the  value  of  the  man  they  loft:  74^ 

Now  at  my  knees  the  Greeks  fliall  pour  their  moan. 

And  proud  Atrides  tremble  on  his  throne. 

Go  now  to  Neftor,  and  from  him  be  taught 

What  wounded  warriour  late  his  chariot  brought ; 

For,  feen  at  diftance,  and  but  feen  behind,  750 

His  form  recall'd  Machaon  to  my  mind; 

Nor  could  I,  through  yon  cloud,  difcern  his  face. 

The  courfers  pafs'd  me  with  fo  fwift  a  pace. 

The  hero  faid.     His  friend  obey'd  with  hafte. 
Through  intermingled  fhips  and  tents  he  pafs'd  ;      755 
The  chiefs  defcending  from  their  car  he  found ; 
The  panting  fteeds  Eurymedon  unbound. 
The  warriours  ftanding  on  the  breezy  fliore. 
To  dry  their  fweat,  and  wafh  away  the  gore. 
He  paus'd  a  moment,  while  the  gentle  gale  '^60 

Convey 'd  that  frefhnefs  the  cool  feas  exhale ; 
Then  to  confult  on  farther  methods  went. 
And  took  their  feats  beneath  the  fhady  tent. 
The  draught  prefcrib'd,  fair  Hecamede  prepares, 
Arfmous'  daughter,  grac'd  with  golden  hairs:         ^S^ 
(Whom  to  his  aged  arms,  a  royal  Have, 
Greece,  as  the  prize  of  Neftor's  wifdom,  gave) 
A  table  iirft  with  azure  feet  fhe  plac'd  ; 
Wliofe  ample  orb  a  brazen  charger  grac'd  : 
Honey  new  prefs'd,  the  facred  flower  of  Vv'heat,       770 
And  wholefome  garlick,  crown'd  the  favoury  treat. 
Next  her  white  hand  a  fpacious  goblet  brings, 
A  goblet  facred  to  the  Pylian  kings 

I  From 
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From  eldeft  times :  the  mafly  fculptur'd  vafe. 
Glittering  with  golden  ftuds,  four  handles  grace;    77^ 
And  curling  vines  around  each  handle  roll'd 
Support  two  turtle-doves  embofs'd  in  gold. 
A  mafly  weight,  yet  heav'd  with  eafe  by  him. 
When  the  briflc  neftar  overlooked  the  brim. 
Temper'd  in  this,  the  nymph  of  form  divine  780 

Pours  a  large  portion  of  the  Pramnian  wine ; 
With  goat's-milk  cheefe  a  flavourous  tafte  beftows. 
And  laft  with  flour  the  fmiling  furface  ftrows. 
This  for  the  wounded  prince  the  dame  prepares , 
The  cordial  beverage  reverend  Neftor  fhares^:  78^5; 

Salubrious  draughts  the  warriours'  thirft  allay. 
And  pleafing  conference  beguiles  the  day. 

Meantime  Patroclus,  by  Achilles  fent. 
Unheard  approach'd,  and  flood  before  the  tent. 
Old  Neftor  rifing  then,  the  hero  led  7go 

To  his  high  feat ;  the  chief  refus'd,  and  faid : 

'Tis  now  no  feafon  for  thefe  kind  delaj's ; 
The  great  Achilles  with  impatience  ftays. 
To  great  Achilles  this  refpeft  I  owe ; 
Who  alks  what  hero,  wounded  by  the  foe,  795; 

Was  borne  from  combat  by  thy  foaming  deeds. 
With  grief  I  fee  the  great  Machaon  bleeds  : 
This  to  report  my  hafty  courfe  I  bend; 
Thou  know 'ft  the  fiery  temper  of  my  friend. 

Can  then  the  fons  of  Greece  (the  fage  rejoin'd)    800 
Excite  compaflion  in  Achilles'  mind  ? 
Seeks  he  the  forrows  of  our  hoft  to  know  ? 
This  is  not  half  the  ftory  of  our  woe. 

Tell 


J4.8  POPE'S    HOMEK. 

Tell  him,  not  great  Machaon  bleeds  alone. 

Our  braveft  heroes  in  the  navy  groan,  80^. 

UlylTes,  Agamemnon,  Diomed, 

And  ftern  Eurypylus,  already  bleed. 

But  ah !  what  flattering  hopes  I  entertain  ! 

Achilles  heeds  not,  but  derides  our  pain  : 

Ev'n  till  the  flames  confume  our  fleet  he  ftays,  810 

And  waits  the  rifing  of  the  fatal  blaze. 

Chief  after  chief  the  raging  {oe  dellroys ; 

Calm  he  looks  on,  and  every  death  enjoys. 

Now  the  flow  courfe  of  all-impairing  time 

Unftrings  my  nerves,  and  ends  my  manly  prime ;    81  j; 

Oh  !  had  I  ftill  that  flrength  my  youth  poflefs'd, 

V^Hien  this  bold  arm  th'  Epeian  powers  opprefs'd. 

The  bulls  of  Elis  in  glad  triumph  led. 

And  fl;retch'd  the  great  Itymonsus  dead! 

Tiien,  from  my  fury  fled  the  trembling  fwains,       820 

And  ours  was  all  the  plunder  of  the  plains : 

Fifty  white  flocks,  full  fifty  herds  of  fwine. 

As  many  goats,  as  many  lowing  kine  ; 

And  thrice  the  number  of  unrivall'd  fl:eeds. 

All  teeming  females,  and  of  generous  breeds.  825 

Thefe,  as  my  firfl:  eflay  of  arms,  I  won ; 

Old  Neleus  glory'd  in  his  conquering  foa. 

Thus  Elis  forc'd,  her  long  arrears  reftor'd. 

And  fliares  were  parted  to  each  Pylian  lord. 

The  ftate  of  Pyle  was  funk  to  laft  defpair,  850 

When  the  proud  Elians  firfl  commenc'd  the  war ; 

For  Neleus'  fons  Alcides'  rage  had  flain  ; 

Of  twelve  bold  brothers^  I  alone  remain ! 

Opprefs'd, 
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Opprefs'd,  wearm'd;  and  now  this  conqueft  galn'd, 
Jkiy  fire  three  hundred  chofen  fheep  obtain'd,  835 

(That  large  reprifal  he  might  juftly  claim. 
For  prize  defrauded,  and  infuited  fame. 
When  Elis'  monarch  at  the  public  courfe 
Detain'dhis  chariot  and  viftorious  horfe.) 
The  reft  the  people  fhar'd  ;  myfelf  farvey'd  840 

The  juft  partition,  and  due  viftims  pay'd. 
Three  days  were  pad,  when  Elis  rofe  to  war. 
With  many  a  courfer,  and  with  many  a  car; 
The  fons  of  Ador  at  their  army's  head 
^  Young  as  they  were)  the  vengeful  fquadrons  led.    845 
High  on  a  rock  fair  Thryoefla  Hands, 
Our  utmoft  frontier  on  the  Pylian  lands; 
Not  far  the  ftreams  of  fam'd  Alphsus  flow  ; 
The  ftream  they  pafs'd,  and  pitch'd  their  tents  below. 
Pallas,  defcending  in  the  fhades  of  night,  85a 

Alarms  the  Pylians,  and  commands  the  fight. 
Each  burns  for  fame,  and  fwells  with  martial  pride; 
Myfelf  the  foremoft  ;  but  my  fire  deny'd ; 
Fear'd  for  my  youth,  expos'd  to  ftern  alarms ; 
And  ftopp'd  my  chariot,  and  detain'd  my  arms.      85^ 
My  fire  deny'd  in  vain  :  on  foot  I  fled 
Amidft  our  chariots:  for  the  Goddefs  led. 

Along  fair  Arene's  delightful  plain. 
Soft  Minyas  rolls  his  waters  to  the  main. 
There,  horfe  and  foot,  the  Pylian  troops  unite,       860 
And,  fheath'd  in  arms,  expeft  the  dawning  light. 
Thence,  ere  the  fun  advanc'd  his  noon-day  flame. 
To  great  Alphicus'  facred  fource  we  came. 

There 
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There  firft  to  Jove  our  folemn  rites  were  paid ; 

An  untam'd  heifer  pleas'd  the  blue-ey'd  Maid ;         S6^ 

A  bull  Alphsusj  and  a  bull  was  flain 

To  the  blue  monarch  of  the  watery  main. 

In  arms  we  flept,  befide  the  winding  flood. 

While  round  the  town  the  fierce  Epeians  flood. 

Soon  as  the  fun,  with  all  revealing  ray,  87O 

Flam'd  in  the  front  of  heaven,  and  gave  the  day ; 

Bright  fcenes  of  arras,  and  works  of  war,  appear; 

The  nations  meet ;  there  Pylos,  Elis  here. 

The  firft  who  fell,  beneath  my  javelin  bled  ; 

King  Augias'  fon,  and  fpoufe  of  Agamede;  875 

(She  that  all  fimples'  healing  virtues  knew. 

And  every  herb  that  drinks  the  morning  dew.) 

I  feiz'd  his  car,  the  van  of  battle  led ; 

Th'  Epeians  faw,  they  trembled,  and  they  fled.l 

The  foe  difpers'd,  their  braveft  warriour  kill'd,      88i3 

Fierce  as  a  whirlwind  now  I  fwept  the  field  : 

Full  fifty  captive  chariots  grac'd  my  train ; 

Two  chiefs  from  each  fell  breathlefs  to  the  plain. 

Then  Aftor's  fons  had  dy'd,  but  Neptune  (hrouds 

The  you-thful  heroes  in  a  veil  of  clouds.  88j; 

O'er  heapy  fhields,  and  o'er  the  proltrate  throng, 

Collecling  fpoils,  and  flaughtering  all  along^ 

Through  wide  Buprafian  fields  we  forc'd  the  foes,        "% 

Where  o'er  the  vales  th'  Olenian  rocks  arofe.;  r 

Till  Pallas  ftopp'd  us  where  Alifium  flows.  890  ^ 

Ev'n  there  the  hindmoft  of  their  rear  I  flay. 

And  the  fame  arm  that  led,  concludes  the  day. 

Then  back  to  Pyle  triumphau:  take  my  way. 

There 


ILIAD,    Book  XT.  ,51 

There  to  high  Jo\e  were  public  thanks  afllgii'd. 
As  firft  of  Gods ;  to  Neftor,  of  mankind.  895 

Such  then  I  was,  impell'd  by  youthful  blood; 
So  prov'd  my  valour  for  my  country's  good, 

Achilles  with  unaftive  fury  glows. 
And  gives  to  paflion  what  to  Greece  he  owes. 
How  fhall  he  grieve,  when  to  th'  eternal  fhade         900 
Her  holls  (hall  fmk,  nor  his  the  power  to  aid  ? 
'O  friend !  my  memory  recalls  the  day. 
When,  gathering  aids  along  the  Grecian  fea, 
I,  and  Ulyfles,  touch'd  at  Pthia's  port. 
And  enter'd  Peleus'  hofpitable  court.  goj^ 

A  bull  to  Jove  he  flew  in  facrifice. 
And  pour'd  libations  on  the  flaming  thighs. 
Thyfelf,  Achilles,  and  thy  reverend  fire 
Mencetius,  turn'd  the  fragments  on  the  fire, 
Acliilles  fees  us,  to  the  feaft  invites ;  910 

Social  we  fit,  and  fhare  the  genial  rites. 
We  then  explain'd  the  caufe  on  which  we  came, 
Urg'd  you  to  arms,  and  found  you  fierce  for  fame. 
Your  ancient  fathers  generous  precepts  gave ; 
Peleus  faid  only  this — "  My  fon  !  be  brave  ;'*         91 - 
Menoetius  thus  :  "  Though  great  Achilles  fhine 
♦'  In  ftrength  fuperior,  and  of  race  divine, 
*'  Yet  cooler  thoughts  thy  elder  years  attend ; 
*'  Let  thy  juft  counfels  aid,  and  rule  thy  friend." 
Thus  fpoke  your  father  at  ThelTalia's  court;  920 

Words  now  forgot,  though  now  of  vaft  import. 
Ah !  try  the  utmofl:  that  a  friend  can  fay. 
Such  gentle  force  the  licrcelt  minds  obev. 
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Some  favouring  God  Achilles'  heart  may  mote; 

Though  deaf  to  gIor)%  he  may  yield  to  love.  9  2  5 

If  fome  dire  oracle  his  breaft  alarm. 

If  aught  from  heaven  with-hold  his  faving  arm  ; 

Some  beam  of  comfort  yet  on  Greece  may  (hine. 

If  thou  but  lead  the  Myrmidonian  line  ; 

Clad  in  Achilles'  arms,  if  thou  appear,  930 

Proud  Troy  may  tremble,  and  defift  from  war ; 

Prefs'd  by  frefh  forces,  her  o'erlabour'd  train 

Shall  feek  their  v/alls,  and  Greece  refpire  again. 

This  touch'd  his  generous  heart,  and  from  the  tent 
Along  the  fhore  with  hafty  ftrides  he  went ;  955 

Soon  as  he  came,  where,  on  the  crouded  ftrand. 
The  public  mart  and  courts  of  juilice  Hand, 
Where  the  tall  fleet  of  great  Ulyffeslies, 
And  altars  to  the  guardian  Gods  arife ; 
There  fad  he  met  the  brave  Evaemon's  fon,  940 

Large  painful  drops  from  all  his  members  run  ; 
An  arrow's  head  yet  rooted  in  his  wound. 
The  fable  blood  in  circles  mark'd  the  ground. 
As  faintly  reeling  he  confefs'd  the  fmart ; 
Weak  was  his  pace,  but  dauntlefs  was  his  heart ;      9^  j 
Divine  compafTion  touch'd  Patroclus'  breaft, 
Wlio,  fighing,  thus  his  bleeding  friend  addreft  : 

Ah,  haplefs  leaders  of  the  Grecian  hoft ! 
Thas  muft  ye  perifli  on  a  barbarous  coaft? 
Is  this  your  fate,  to  glut  the  dogs  with  gore,  9^0 

Far  from  your  friends,  and  from  your  native  fhore  ? 
Say,  great  Eurypylus!  fhall  Greece  yet  ftand  ? 
Refifts  fr.e  yet  the  raging  Hedor's  hand  ? 

Or 
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Or  are  her  heroes  doom'd  to  die  with  fhame. 

And  this  the  period  of  our  wars  and  fame  ?  955; 

Eurypylus  replies  :  No  more,  my  friend, 
Greece  is  no  more !  this  day  her  glories  end. 
Ev'n  to  the  (hips  vidorious  Troy  purfues. 
Her  force  encreafmg  as  her  toil  renews. 
Thofe  chiefs,  that  us'd  her  utmoft  rage  to  meet,     g6o 
Liepierc'd  with  wounds,  and  bleeding  in  the  fleet. 
But  thou,  Patroclus !  aft  a  friendly  part. 
Lead  to  my  fhips,  and  draw  this  deadly  dart ; 
With  lukewarm  water  wafh  the  gore  away. 
With  healing  balms  the  raging  fmart  allay,  96^" 

Such  as  fage  Chiron,  fire  of  Pharmacy, 
Once  taught  Achilles,  and  Achilles  thee. 
Of  two  fam'd  furgeons,  Podalirius  ftands 

This  hour  furrounded  by  the  Trojan  bands; 

And  great  Machaon,  wounded  in  his  tent,  g-jo 

Now  v/ants  that  fuccour  which  fo  oft  he  lent. 
To  him  the  chief:  What  then  remains  to  do  ? 

Th'  event  of  things  the  Gods  alone  can  view. 

Charg'd  by  Achilles'  great  command  I  fly. 

And  bear  with  hafte  the  Pylian  king's  reply;  97^ 

But  thy  diftrefs  this  inftant  claims  relief. 

He  faid,  and  in  his  arms  upheld  the  chief. 

The  flaves  their  mailer's  flow  approach  furvey'd. 

And  hides  of  oxen  on  the  floor  difplay'd: 

There  ftretch'd  at  length  the  wounded  hero  lay,       9S0 

Patroclus  cut  the  forky  Heel  away. 

Then  in  his  hands  a  bitter  root  he  bruis'd  ; 

The  wound  he  wafli'd,  the  fl:yptic  juice  infus'd. 

The  clofing  flefli  that  inftant  ceas'd  to  glow. 

The  wound  to  torture,  and  the  blood  to  flow.         985 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Battle  at  the  Grecian  Wall. 

THE  Greeks  being  retired  into  their  entrenchments, 
Heftor  attempts  to  force  them;  but  it  proving  im- 
poffible  to  pafs  the  ditch,  Polydamas  advifes  to  quit 
their  chariots,  and  manage  the  attack  on  foot.  The 
Trojans  follow  his  counfel,  and,  having  divided  their 
army  into  five  bodies  of  foot,  begin  the  affault.  But 
upon  the  fignal  of  an  eagle  with  a  ferpent  in  his  ta- 
lons, which  appeared  on  the  left  hand  of  the  Trojans, 
Polydamas  endeavours  to  withdraw  them  agan. 
This  Hedlor  oppofes,  and  continues  the  attack ;  in 
M-hich,  after  many  aftions,  Sarpedon  makes  the  firft 
breach  in  the  wall :  Hedor  alfo  carting  a  rtone  of  a 
Taft  fize,  forces  open  one  of  the  gates,  and  enters  at 
the  head  of  his  troops,  who  vidorioufly  purfae  the 
Grecians  even  to  their  fliips. 
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WHILE  thus  the  hero's-  pious  cares  attend 
The  cure  and  fafety  of  his- wounded  friend, 
Trojans  and  Greeks  with  clafhing  fhields  engage. 
And  mutual  deaths  are  dealt  with  mutual  rage. 
Nor  long  the  trench  or  lofty  walls  oppofe ;  5^ 

With  Gods  averfe  th'  ill-fated  works  arofc ; 
Their  powers  negledted,  and  no  vidim  flain. 
The  walls  were  rais'd,  the  trenches  funk  in  vain. 

Without  the  Gods,  •  how  fhcrt  a  period  ftands 
The  proudeft  monument  of  mortal  hands !  ib 

This  flood,  while  Heftor  and  Achilles  rag'd. 
While  facred  Troy  the  warring  hofts  engag'd  ; 
But  when  her  fons  were  flain,  her  city  burn'd. 
And  what  furviv'd  of  Greece  to  Greece  return'd  ; 
Then  Neptune  and  Apollo  fliook  the  fhore,  ij 

Then  Ida's  fummits  pour'd  their  watery  ftore; 
Rhefus  and  Rhodius  then  unite  their  rills, 
Carefus  roaring  down  the  ftony  hills, 
^fopus,  Granicus,  with  mingled  force. 
And  Xanthus  foaming  from  his  fruitful  fource;        20 
And  gulphy  Simois,  rolling  to  the  main 
Helmets,  and  Ihields,  and  god-like  heroes  flain : 

A  a  3  Thefe 
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Thefe  turn'd  by  Phoebus  from  their  wonted  ways. 

Deluged  the  rampire  nine  continual  days ; 

The  weight  of  waters  faps  the  yielding  wall,  25 

And  to  the  fea  the  floating  bulwarks  fall. 

IncefTant  catarafts  the  Thunderer  pours. 

And  half  the  fkies  defcend  in  fluicy  fliowers. 

The  God  of  Ocean,  marching  ftern  before. 

With  his  huge  trident  wounds  the  trembling  (hore,  30 

Vaft  ftones  and  piles  from  their  foundation  heaves. 

And  whelms  the  fmoky  ruin  in  the  waves. 

Kx)wfmooth'd  withfand,  and  level'd  by  the  flood. 

No  fragment  tells  where  once  the  wonder  flood ; 

In  their  old  bounds  the  rivers  roll  again,  3  j 

Shine  'twixt  the  hills,  or  wander  o'er  the  plain. 

But  this  the  Gods  in  later  times  perform; 
As  yet  the  bulwark  flood,  and  brav'd  the  ftorm ; 
The  ftrokes  yet  echoed  of  contending  powers ; 
War  thunder 'd  at  the  gates,   and  blood  diilain'd  the 
Smote  by  the  arm  of  Jove,  and  dire  difmay,       [towers. 
Clofe  by  their  hollow  fhips  the  Grecians  lay  : 
Heftor's  approach  in  every  wind  they  hear. 
And  Hector's  fury  every  moment  fear. 
He,  like  a  whirlwind,  tofs'd  the  fcattering  throng,     45 
Mingled  the  troops,  and  drove  the  field  along. 
So  'midft  the  dogs  and  hunters  daring  bands. 
Fierce  of  his  might,  a  boar  or  lion  ftands; 
Arm'd  foes  around  a  dreadful  circle  form. 
And  hiffing  javelins  rain  an  iron  ftorm :  ^o 

His  powers  untam'd  their  bold  alTault  defy. 
And  where  he  turns,  the  rout  diiperfe,  or  die  : 

He 
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He  foams,  he  glares,  he  bounds  againft  them  all. 
And  if  he  falls,  his  courage  raakes  him  fall. 
With  equal  rage  encompafs'd  Heclor  glows ;  5  !j 

Exhorts  his  armies,  and  the  trenches  fhows. 
The  panting  fteeds  impatient  fury  breathe. 
But  fnort  and  tremble  at  the  gulph  beneath  ; 
Juft  on  the  brink,  they  neigh,  and  paw  the  ground, 
And  the  turf  trembles,  and  the  fkies  refound.  -60 

Eager  they  view'd  the  profpsft  dark  and  deep, 
Vaft  was  the  leap,  and  headlong  hung  the  fteep; 
The  bottom  bare  (a  formidable  fliow!) 
And  briftled  thick  with  fliarpened  flakes  below. 
The  foot  alone  this  ftrong  defence  could  force,  6^ 

And  try  the  pafs  impervious  to  the  horfe. 
This  faw  Polydamas ;  who,  wdfely  brave, 
Jleftrain'd  great  Hedor,  and  his  counfel  gave : 
Oh  thou  !  bold  leader  of  the  Trojan  bands. 
And  you,  confederate  chiefs  from  foreign  lands !       ^jo 
What  entrance  here  can  cumbrous  chariots  find. 
The  ftakes  beneath,  the  Grecian  walls  behind  ? 
No  pafs  through  thofe,  without  a  thoufand  wounds,   . 
No  fpace  for  combat  in  yon  narrow  bounds. 
Proud  of  the  favours  mighty  Jove  has  fhown,  7 j 

On  certain  dangers  we  too  ralhly  run  : 
If  'tis  his  will  our  haughty  foes  to  tame. 
Oh  may  this  inftant  end  the  Grecian  name  .' 
Here,  far  from  Argos,  let  their  heroes  fall. 
And  one  great  day  deftroy  and  bury  all !  So 

Eut  ihould  they  turn,  and  here  opprefs  our  train, 
What  hopes,  what  methods  of  retreat  remain  ? 

A  a  4.  Wedg\i 


3«o  P  0  P  E  '  S    H  O  M  E  R. 

Wedg'd  in  the  trench^  by  our  own  troops  confus'd. 

In  one  promifcuous  carnage  crulh'd  and  bruis'd  j 

All  Troy  muft  perifh,  if  their  arras  prevail,  85 

Nor  fnall  a  Trojan  live  to  tell  the  tale. 

Hear  then,  ye  warriours !  and  obey  with  fpeed ; 

Eack  from  the  trenches  let  your  fteeds  be  led. 

Then  all  alighting,  wedg'd  in  firm  array. 

Proceed  on  foot,  and  Hedor  lead  the  way :  90 

So  Greece  fhaJl  ftoop  before  our  conquering  power. 

And  this  (if  Jove  confent)  her  fatal  hour. 

This  counfel  pleas'd  :  the  God-like  Heflorfprung 
Swift  from  his  feat ;  his  clanging  armour  rung. 
The  chief's  example  follow'd  by  his  train,  95 

Each  quits  his  car,  and  ifTues  on  the  plain. 
By  orders  ftrid  the  charioteers  enjoin'd. 
Compel  the  courfers  to  their  ranks  behind. 
The  forces  part  in  five  diftinguifh'd  bands. 
And  all  obey  their  feveral  chiefs'  commands.  100 

The  beft  and  brareft  in  the  tirft  confpire. 
Pant  for  the  fight,  and  threat  the  fleet  with  fire  : 
Great  Heftor  glorious  in  the  van  of  thefe, 
Polydamas,  and  brave  Cebriones. 
IJefore  the  next  the  graceful  Paris  mines,  105 

And  bold  Alcathous,  and  Agencr  joins. 
The  fons  of  Priam  with  the  third  appear, 
Deiphobus,  and  Helenus  the  feer ; 
In  arms  with  thefe  the  mighty  Afius  ftood. 
Who  drew  from  Hyrtacus  his  noble  blood,  1 10 

And  whom  Arifba's  yellow  courfers  bore. 
The  courfers  fed  on  Sellers  winding  Ihore. 

Antenor's 
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Antenor's  fens  the  fourth  battalion  guide. 

And  great  ^neas,  born  on  fountful  Ide. 

X)Ivine  Sarpedon  the  laft  band  obey'd,  1 1^ 

Whom  Glaucus  and  Afteropsus  aid  ; 

Next  him,  the  braveft  at  their  army's  head. 

But  he  more  brave  than  all  the  hofts  he  led. 
Now  with  compacted  fhields,  in  clofe  array-. 

The  moving  legions  fpeed  their  headlong  way ;         1 20 

Already  in  their  hopes  they  fire  the  fleet. 

And  fee  the  Grecians  gafping  at  their  feet. 
While  every  Trojan  thus,  and  every  aid, 

Th'  advice  of  wife  Polydamas  obey'd; 

Alius  alone,  confiding  in  his  car,  12  j 

Plis  vaunted  courfers  urg'd  to  meet  the  war. 

Unhappy  hero  !  and  advis'd  in  vain  ! 

Thofe  wheels  returning  ne'er  fnall  mark  the  plain  ; 

No  more  thofe  courfers  with  triumphant  joy 

Heftore  their  mafter  to  the  gates  of  Troy  !  130 

Elack  death  attends  behind  the  Grecian  wall. 

And  great  Idomcneus  fhall  boaft  thy  fall. 

Fierce  to  the  left  he  drives,  where  from  the  plain 

The  flying  Grecians  ftrove  their  fhips  to  gain; 

Swift  through  the  wall  their  horfeand  chariots  paft. 

The  gates  half-open'd  to  receive  the  Lift. 

Thither,  exulting  in  his  force,  he  flies : 

His  following  hort  with  clamours  rend  the  flcies ; 

To  plunge  the  Grecians  headlong  in  the  main. 

Such  their  proud  hopes,  but  all  their  hopes  were  vairr. 

To  guard  the  gates,  two  mighty  chiefs  attend. 
Who  from  the  Lapiths'  warlike  race  defcend  ; 

This 
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This  Polypoetes,  great  PerithoUs'  heir. 

And  that  Leonteus,  like  the  God  of  war. 

jAs  two  tall  oaks,  before  the  wall  they  rife  ;  145 

Their  roots  in  earth,  their  heads  amidll:  the  flcies ; 

Whofe  fpreading  arms,  with  leafy  honours  crown'd. 

Forbid  the  tempeft,  and  proteft  the  ground ; 

High  on  the  hill  appears  their  ftately  form, 

And  their  deep  roots  for  ever  brave  the  ftorm.  i  jo 

So  graceful  thefe,  and  fo  the  fhock  they  Hand 

Of  raging  Afius,  and  his  furious  band. 

Oreftes,  Acamus,  in  front  appear. 

And  Oenomaus  and  Thoon  clofethe  rear; 

In  vain  their  clamours  (hake  the  ambient  fields,        15'^ 

In  vain  around  them  beat  their  hollow  fliields ; 

The  fearlefs  brothers  on  the  Grecians  call. 

To  guard  their  navies,  and  defend  the  wall. 

Ev'n  when  they  faw  Troy's  fable  troops  impend. 

And  Greece  tumultuous  from  her  towers  defcend,  160 

Forth  from  the  portals  rufh'd  th'  intrepid  pair, 

Oppos'd  their  breafts,  and  flood  themfelves  the  war. 

So  two  wild  boars  fpring  furious  from  their  den, 

Rouz'd  with  the  cries  of  dogs  and  voice  of  men  ; 

On  every  fide  the  crackling  trees  they  tear,  165 

And  root  the  fhrubs,  and  lay  the  foreft  bare ; 

They  gnafh  their  tufks,  with  fire  their  eye-balls  roll. 

Till  fome  wide  wound  lets  out  their  mighty  foul. 

Around  their  heads  the  whiitling  javelins  fung, 

y^ith  founding  ftrokes  their  brazen  targets  rung ;     1 70 

Fierce  was  the  fight,  while  yet  the  Grecian  powers 

Rliintain'd  the  walls,  and  mann'd  the  lofty  towers : 

To 
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To  fiive  their  fleet,  the  laft  efforts  they  try. 
And  ftones  and  darts  in  mingled  tempefts  fly. 
',    As  when  fliarp  Boreas  blows  abroad,  and  brings  175 
The  dreary  winter  on  his  frozen  wings ; 
Beneath  the  low-hung  clouds  the  flieets  of  fnow 
Defcend,  and  whiten  all  the  fields  below  : 
So  fafl:  the  darts  on  either  army  pour. 
So  down  the  rampires  rolls  the  rocky  fl;iower ;  1 80 

Heavy  and  thick  refound  the  batter'd  fliields. 
And  the  deaf  echo  rattles  round  the  fields. 

With  fl:iame  repuls'd,  with  grief  and  fury  driven. 
The  frantic  Afius  thus  accufes  Heaven  : 
In  Powers  immortal  who  fliall  now  believe?  18^ 

Can  thofe  too  flatter,  and  can  Jove  deceive  ? 
What  man  could  doubt  but  Troy's  viftorious  power 
Should  humble  Greece,  and  this  her  fatal  hour  ? 
But  like  when  wafps  from  hollow  crannies  drive. 
To  guard  the  entrance  of  their  common  hive,         igo 
Darkening  the  rock,  while  with  unwearied  wings 
They  fl:rike  th'  affailants,  and  infix  their  fl:ings ; 
A  race  detcrmin'd,  that  to  death  contend  : 
So  fierce  thefe  Greeks  their  lafl:  retreats  defend. 
Gods!  fliall  two  warriours  only  guard  their  gates,  ig  j 
Repel  an  army,  and  defraud  the  Fates  ? 

Thefe  empty  accents  mingled  with  the  wind  ; 
Nor  mov'd  great  Jove's  unalterable  mind  ; 
To  god-like  Heftor,  and  his  matchlefs  might 
Was  ow'd  the  glory  of  the  deftin'd  fight,  200 

Like  deeds  of  arms  through  all  the  forts  were  try'd. 
And  all  the  gates  fufl:ain'd  an  equal  tide  ; 

Throug'h 
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Through  the  long  walls  the  ftony  Ihowers  were  heard^' 

The  blaze  of  flames,  the  flafii  of  arms,  appear 'd.  ) 

The  fpirit  of  a  God  my  breaft  infpire,  20 jj. 

To  raife  each  afl  to  life,  and  fing.  with  fire !  ] 

While  Greece  unconquer'd  kept  alive  the  war. 

Secure  of  death,  confiding  in  defpair;. 

And  all  her  guardian  Gods,  in  deep  difmay. 

With  unafllfting  arms  deplor'd  the  day.  2 1  o 

Ev'n  yet  the  dauntlefs  Lapithas  maintain 
The  dreadful  pafs,  and  round  them  heap  the  flaln. 
Firft  Damafus,  by  Polypoetes'  fteel 
Pierc'd  through  his  helmet's  brazen  vizor,  fell ; 
The  weapon  drank  the  mingled  brains  and  gore ;     2 1 J 
The  warriour  finks,  tremendous  now  no  more  ! 
Next  Ormenus  and  Pylon  yield  their  breath. 
Nor  lefs  Leonteus  ftrows  the  field  with  death : 
Firft  through  the  belt  Hippomachus  he  gor'd,. 
Then  fudden  wav'd  his  unrefifted  fword ;  220 

Antiphates,  as  through  the  ranks  he  broke,. 
The  faulchion  ftruck,  and  fate  purfued  the  ftroke; 
lamenus,  Orclles,  Menon,  bled; 
And  round  him  rofe  a  monurnent  of  dead. 

Meantime,  the  braveft  of  the  Trojan  crew^         2 2 -J 
Bold  Heftor  and  Polydamas  purfue  ; 
Fierce  with  impatience  on  the  works  to  fall,. 
And  wrap  in  rolling  flames  the  fleet  and  waH. 
Thefe  on  the  farther  bank  now  ftood  and  gaz'd,. 
By  Heaven  alarm'd,  by  prodigies  amaz'd:  230 

A  fignal  omen  ftopp'd  the  pa.Ting  hoft,. 
Their  martial  fury  in  theix  wonder -lolt, 

Jove's 
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Jove's  bird  on  founding  pinions  beat  the  flcies; 
A  bleeding  ferpent,  of  enormous  fize. 
His  talons  trufs'd  ;  alive,  and  curling  round,  255 

He  flung  the  bird,  whofe  throat  receiv'd  the  wound  : 
Mad  with  the  fmart,  he  drops  the  fatal  prey. 
In  airy  circle  wings  his  painful  way. 
Floats  on  the  winds,  and  rends  the  heavens  with  cries : 
Amidft  the  hoft  the  falling  ferpent  lies.  24.0 

They,  pale  with  terrour,  mark  its  fpires  unroU'd, 
And  Jove's  portent  with  beating  hearts  behold. 
Then  firft  Polydamas  the  filence  broke. 
Long  weigh'd  the  fignal,  and  to  Heftor  fpoke : 

How  oft,  my  brother,  thy  reproach  I  bear,  24.^ 

For  words  well-meant,  and  fentiments  fmcere  ! 
True  to  thofe  counfels  which  I  judge  the  beft, 
I  tell  the  faithful  didates  of  my  breaft. 
To  fpeak  his  thoughts,  is  every  freeman's  right. 
In  peace  and  war,  in  council  and  in  fight;  2^0 

And  all  I  move,  deferring  to  thy  fway. 
But  tends  to  raife  that  power  which  I  obey. 
Then  hear  my  words,  nor  may  my  words  be  vain  ; 
Seek  not,  this  day,  the  Grecian  fhips  to  gain  ; 
For  fure,  to  warn  us  Jove  his  omen  fent,  255' 

And  thus  ray  mind  explains  its  clear  event. 
The  viftor  eagle,  whofe  finifter  flight 
Retards  our  hoft,  and  fills  our  hearts  with  fright, 
Difmifs'd  his  conqueft  in  the  middle  fkies, 
Allow'd  to  feize,  but  not  poiTefs  the  prize ;  26© 

Thus  though  we  gird  with  fires  the  Grecian  fleet. 
Though  thefe  proud  bulwarks  tumble  at  our  feet. 

Toils 
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Tolls  unforefeen,  and  fiercer,  are  decreed ; 
More  woes  fhall  follow,  and  more  heroes  bleed. 
So  bodes  my  foul,  and  bids  me  thus  advife ;  26^ 

For  thus  a  fkilful  feer  would  read  the  Ikies.  C; 

To  him  then  Hedlor  with  difdain  return'd  :  ' 

(Fierce  as  he  fpoke,  his  eyes  with  fury  burn'd) 
Are  thefe  the  faithful  counfels  of  thy  tongue? 
Thy  will  is  partial,  not  thy  reafon  wrong:  270 

Or,  if  the  purpofe  of  thy  heart  thou  vent. 
Sure  Heaven  refumes  the  little  fenfe  it  lent. 
What  coward  counfels  would  thy  madnefs  move, 
Againll  the  word,  the  will  reveal'd  of  Jove  ? 
The  leading  fign,  th'  irrevocable  nod,  27^ 

And  happy  thunders  of  the  favouring  God, 
Thefe  (hall  I  flight  ?  and  guide  my  wavering  mind 
By  wandering  birds,  that  flit  with  every  wind  ?  1 

Ye  vagrants  of  the  Iky !  your  wings  extend. 
Or  where  the  funs  arife,  or  where  defcend;  28ov 

To  right,  to  left,  unheeded  take  your  way. 
While  I  the  diftates  of  high  Heaven  obey. 
Without  a  fign  his  fword  the  brave  man  draws. 
And  aiks  no  omen  but  his  country's  caufe. 
But why  fhouldft  thou  fufped  the  war's  fuccefs  ?      zS^  . 
None  fears  it  more,  as  none  promotes  it  lefs  : 
Though  all  our  chiefs  amid  yon  fhips  expire, 
Truft  thy  own  cowardife  t'  efcape  their  fire. 
Troy  and  her  fons  may  find  a  general  grave. 
But  thou  canft  live,  for  thou  canft  be  a  flave.  290 

Yet  fhould  the  fears  that  wary  mind  fuggefts 
Spread  their  cold  poifon  through  our  foldiers'  breafts. 

My 
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My  javelin  can  revenge  fo  bafe  a  part. 
And  free  the  foul  that  quivers  in  thy  heart. 

Furious  he  fpoke,  and,  rufhing  to  the  wail,         29^ 
Calls  on  his  hoft  ;  his  hoft  obey  the  call ; 
With  ardour  follow  where  their  leader  flies  : 
Redoubling  clamours  thunder  in  the  Ikies. 
Jove  breathes  a  whirlwind  from  the  hills  of  Ide, 
And  drifts  of  dull  the  clouded  navy  hide:  30© 

He  fills  the  Greeks  with  terrour  and  difmay. 
And  gives  great  Hedor  the  predeftin'd  day. 
Strong  in  themfelves,  but  ftronger  in  their  aid, 
Clofe  to  the  works  their  rigid  fiege  they  laid. 
In  vain  the  mounds  and  mafly  beams  defend,  305 

While  thefe  they  undermine,  and  thofe  they  rend ; 
Upheave  the  piles  that  prop  the  folid  wall; 
And  heaps  on  heaps  the  fraoky  ruins  fall. 
Greece  on  her  rampart  ftands  the  fierce  alarms ; 
The  crouded  bulwarks  blaze  with  waving  arms,       31c 
Shield  touching  fhield,  a  long  refulgent  row  ; 
Whence  hifling  darts,  inceffant,  rain  below. 
The  bold  Ajaces  fly  from  tower  to  tower, 
Androuze,  with  flame  divine,  the  Grecian  power. 
The  generous  impulfe  every  Greek  obeys;  311 

Threats  urge  the  fearful ;  and  the  valiant,  praife. 

Fellows  in  arms !  whofe  deeds  are  known  to  fame. 
And  you  whofe  ardour  hopes  an  equal  name ! 
Since  not  alike  endued  with  force  or  art ; 
Behold  a  day  when  each  may  ad  his  part !  320 

A  day  to  fire  the  brave,  and  warm  the  cold. 
To  gain  new  glories,  or  augment  the  old. 

Urge 
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Urge  thofe  who  ftand;  and  thofe  who  faint,  excite;  ' 
Drown  Hedor's  vaunts  in  loud  exhorts  of  fight; 
Gonqueft,  not  fafety,  fill  the  thoughts  of  all ;  325 

Seek  not  your  fleet,  but  fally  from  the  wall ; 
So  Jove  once  more  may  drive  their  routed  train. 
And  Troy  lie  trembling  in  her  walls  again. 

Their  ardour  kindles  all  the  Grecian  powers ; 
And  now  the  ftones  defcend  in  heavier  fhowers.       330 
As  when  high  Jove  his  (harp  artillery  forms. 
And  opes  his  cloudy  magazine  of  fliorms; 
In  winter's  bleak,  uncomfortable  reign, 
A  fnowy  inundation  hides  the  plain; 
He  ftills  the  winds,  and  bids  the  Ikies  to  fleep  ;       33^ 
Then  pours  the  filent  tempeft,  thick  and  deep: 
And  finl  the  mountain-tops  are  cover'd  o'er. 
Then  the  green  fields,  and  then  thefandy  ftiore  ; 
Eent  with  the  weight  the  nodding  woods  are  feen. 
And  one  bright  wafte  hides  all  the  works  of  men  :     340 
The  circling  feas  alone,  abforbing  all. 
Drink  the  dilTolving  fleeces  as  they  fall. 
So  from  each  fide  increas'd  the  ftony  rain. 
And  the  white  ruin  rifes  o'er  the  plain. 

Thus  god-like  Hedor  and  his  troops  contend       345 
To  force  the  ramparts,  and  the  gates  to  rend ; 
Nor  Troy  could  conquer,  nor  the  Greeks  would  yield. 
Till  great  Sarpedon  tower'd  amid  the  field ; 
For  mighty  Jove  infpir'd  with  martial  flame 
His  matchlefs  fon,  and  urg'd  him  on  to  fame.         3,0 
In  arms  he  Amines,  confpicuous  from  afar. 
And  bears  aloft  his  ample  fhield  in  air; 

Within 
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Within  whofe  orb  the  thick  bull-hides  were  rolfd. 
Ponderous  with  brafs,  and  bound  with  dudile  gold  : 
And,  while  two  pointed  javelins  arm  his  hands,        35J 
Majeftic  moves  along,  and  leads  his  Lycian  bands. 

So,  prefs'd  with  hunger,  from  the  mountain's  brow 
Defcends  a  lion  on  the  flocks  below ; 
So  ftalks  the  lordly  favage  o'er  the  plain. 
In  fullen  majefly,  and  ftern  difdain :  360 

In  vain  loud  maftiffs  bay  him  from  afar. 
And  fliepherds  gall  him  with  'an  iron  war ; 
Regardlefs,  furious,  he  purfaes  his  way  ; 
He  foams,  he  roars,  he  rends  the  panting  prey. 

Refolv'd  alike,  divine  Sarpedon  glows  365 

With  generous  rage  that  drives  him  on  the  foes. 
He  views  the  towers,  and  meditates  their  fall, 
Tofure  deftruftion  dooms  th'  afpiring  wall; 
Then,  calling  on  his  friend  an  ardent  look, 
Fir'd  with  the  thirft  of  glory,  thus  he  fpoke  :  570 

Why  boaft  we,  Glaucus!  our  extended  reign. 
Where  Xanthus'  ftreams  enrich  the  Lycian  plain. 
Our  numerous  herds  that  range  the  fruitful  field. 
And  hills  where  vines  their  purple  harveft  yield. 
Our  foaming  bowls  with  purer  neftar  crown'd,       37  j 
Our  feafts  enhanc'd  with  mufick's  fprightly  found  ? 
Why  on  thofe  fliores  are  we  with  joy  furvey'd, 
AdmLr'd  as  heroes,  and  as  Gods  obey'd; 
Unlefs  great  adls  fuperior  merit  prove. 
And  vindicate  the  bounteous  Powers  above  ?  380 

'Tis  ours,  the  dignity  they  give  to  grace ; 
The  firft  in  valour,  as  the  firft  in  place  : 
VoL.XLVIII.  £b  That 
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That  when  with  wondering  eyes  our  martial  bands 

Behold  our  deeds  tranfcending  our  commands. 

Such,  they  may  cry,  deferve  the  fovereign  ftate,     385; 

WTiom  thofe  that  envy,  dare  not  imitate! 

Could  all  our  care  elude  the  gloomy  grave. 

Which  claims  no  lefs  the  fearful  than  the  brave, 

Forluft  of  fame  I  fhould  not  vainly  dare 

In  fighting  fields,  nor  urge  thy  foul  to  war.  390 

But  fince,  alas !  ignoble  age  muft  come, 

Difeafe,  and  death's  inexorable  doom  ; 

The  life  which  others  pay,  let  us  beftow. 

And  give  to  fame  what  we  to  nature  owe  ; 

Brave  though  we  fall,  and  honour'd  if  we  live,        395 

Or  let  us  glory  gain,  or  glory  give! 

He  faid  ;  his  words  the  liftening  chief  infpire 
With  equal  warmth,  and  rouze  the  warriour's  fire  ; 
The  troops  purfue  their  leaders  with  delight, 
Rufli  to  the  foe,  and  claim  the  promis'd  fight.         40a 
Meneftheus  from  on  high  the  ftorm  beheld 
Threatening  the  fort,  and  blackening  in  the  field  : 
Around  the  walls  he  gaz'd,  to  view  from  far 
What  aid  appear'd  t'  avert  th'  approaching  war. 
And  faw  where  Teucer  with  th°  Ajaces  flood,  405 

Of  fight  infatiate,  prodigal  of  blood. 
In  vain  he  calls ;  the  din  of  helms  and  fhields 
Rings  to  the  fkies,  and  echoes  through  the  fields. 
The  brazen  hinges  fly,  the  walls  refound. 
Heaven  trembles,  roar  the  mountains,  thunders  all  the 
ground. 

Then  thus  to- Thoos; — Hence  with  fpeed  (he  faid) 
And  urge  the  bold  Ajaces  to  our  aid  ; 

Their 
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Their  ftrength,  united,  beft  may  help  to  bear 

The  bloody  labours  of  the.  doubtful  war : 

Hither  the  Lycian  princes  bend  their  courfe,  41  j 

The  beft  and  bravefl;  of  the  hoftile  force. 

But,  if  too  fiercely  there  .the  foes  contend. 

Let  Telamon,  at  leaft,  our  towers  defend. 

And  Teucer  hafte  with  his  unerring  bow. 

To  fhare  the  danger,  and  repel  the  foe.  420 

Swift  as  the  word,  the  herald  fpeeds  along 
The  lofty  ramparts,  through  the  martial  throng; 
And  finds  the  heroes  bath'd  in  fweat  and  gore, 
Oppos'd  in  combat  on  the  dufty  lliore. 
Ye  valiant  leaders  of  our  warlike  bands!  425* 

Your  aid  (faid  Thoos)  Peleus'  fon  demands. 
Your  ftrength,  united,  beft  may  help  to  bear 
The  bloody  labours  of  the  doubtful  war: 
Thither  the  Lycian  princes  bend  their  courfe. 
The  beft  and  braveft  of  the  hoftile  force.  430 

But  if  too  fiercely  here  the  foes  contend, 
'  At  leaft,  let  Telamon  thofe  towers  defend. 
And  Teucer  hafte  with  his  unerring  bow. 
To  ftiare  the  danger,  and  repel  the  foe. 

Straight  to  the  fort  great  Ajax  turn'd  his  care,      455 
And  thus  befpoke  his  brothers  of  the  war  : 
2\ow,  valiant  Lycomede !  .exert  your  might. 
And,  brave  Oileus,  pro\e  your  force  in  right : 
To  you  I  truft  the  fortune  of  the  field. 
Till  by  this  arm  the  foe  fhall  be  repell'd  ;  ^^o 

That  done,  expeft  me  to  complete  the  day — 
Then,  with  his  feven-fold  fhield,  heftrode  away. 

B  b  2  With 
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Vv  ith  equal  fteps  bold  Teucer  prefs'd  the  fiiQre, 
Whofe  fatal  bow  the  ftrong  Pandion  bore. 

High  on  the  walls  appear'd  the  Lycian  powers,    44^ 
Like  fome  black  tempeft  gathering  round  the  towers ; 
The  Greeks,  opprefs'd,'  their  utmofl:  force  unite, 
Prepar'd  to  labour  in  th'  unequal  fight ; 
Tlte  war  renews, -mix'd  fhouts  and  groans  arife  ; 
Tumultuous  clamour  mounts,  and  thickens  in  the  Ikies,' 
Fierce  Ajax  firft  th'  advancing  hoft  invades. 
And  fends  the  brave  Epicles  to  the  fhades, 
Sarpedon's  friend  ;  acrofs  the  v/arriour's  way. 
Rent  from  the  walls,  a  rocky  fragment  lay  ; 
In  modern  ages  not  the  ftrongeft  fwain  455 

Could  heave  th'  unwieldy  burthen  from  the  plain. 
He  pois'd,  and  fwung  it  round  ;  then,  tofs'd  on  high. 
It  flew  with  force,  and  labour'd  up  the  Iky; 
Full  on  the  Lycian's  helmet  thundering  down. 
The  ponderous  ruin  crufh'd  his  batter'd  crown.       460 
As  Ikilful  divers  from  fome  airy  fteep. 
Headlong  defcend,  and  fhoot  into  the  deep. 
So  falls  Epicles;  then  in  groans  expires. 
And  murmuring  to  the  fhades  the  foul  retires. 

While  to  the  ramparts  daring  Glaucus  drew,       46^ 
From  Teucer "s  hand  a  winged  arrow  flew ; 
The  bearded  (haft  the  deftin'd  paffage  found. 
And  on  his  naked  arm  inflids  a  wound. 
The  chief,  who  fear'd  fome  foe's  infulting  boaft 
Might  ftop  the  progrefs  of  his  warlike  hofl,  470 

Conceal'd  the  wound,  and,  leaping  from  his  height, 
Retir'd  reluftant  from  th'  unfinilhi'd  fight, 

3  Divine 
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Divine  Sarpedon  with  regret  beheld 
Difabled  Glaucus  flowly  quit  the  field  ; 
His  beating  breaft  with  generous  ardour  glows,       475 
He  fprings  to  fight,  and  flies  upon  the  foes. 
Alcmaon  firft  was  doom'd  his  force  to  feel ; 
Deep  in  his  breaft  he  plung'd  the  pointed  fteel ; 
Then,  from  the  yawning  wound  with  fury  tore 
The  fpear,  purfued  by  gufhing  ftreams  of  gore;      480 
Down  finks  the  warriour  with  a  thundering  found. 
His  brazen  armour  rings  againft  the  ground. 

Swift  to  the  battlement  the  viftor  flies. 
Tugs  with  full  force,  and  every  nerve  applies ; 
It  fhakes ;  the  ponderous  ftones  disjointed  yield  ;      485 
The  rolling  ruins  fmoke  along  the  field. 
A  mighty  breach  appears,  the  walls  lie  bare ; 
And,  like  a  deluge,  rufhes  in  the  war. 
At  once  bold  Teucer  draws  the  twanging  bow. 
And  Ajax  fends  his  javelin  at  the  foe  :  490 

Fix'd  in  his  belt  the  feather'd  weapon  ftood. 
And  through  his  buckler  drove  the  trembling  wood  ; 
But  Jove  was  prefent  in  the  dire  debate, 
To  fhield  his  offspring,  and  avert  his  fate. 
The  prince  gave  back,  not  meditating  flight,  495 

But  urging  vengeance,  and  fererer  fight ; 
Then,  rais'd  with  hope,  and  fir'd  with  glory's  charms. 
His  fainting  fquadrons  to  new  fury  warms : 
O  where,  ye  Lycians !  is  the  ftrength  you  boaft  ? 
Your  former  fame  and  ancient  virtue  loft  !  500 

The  breach  lies  open,  but  your  chief  in  vain 
Attempts  alone  the  guarded  pafs  to  gain ; 

Unite. 
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Unite,  and  foon  thathoftile  fleet  (hall  fall; 
The  force  of  powerful  union  conquers  all. 

This  juft  rebuke  inflam'd  the  Lycian  crew,  505 

They  join,  they  thicken,  and  th' aflault  renew  : 
Unmov'd  th'  embodied  Greeks  their  fury  dare. 
And  fix'd  fupport  the  weight  of  all  the  war ; 
Nor  could  the  Greeks  repel  the  Lycian  powers. 
Nor  the  bold  Lycians  force  the  Grecian  towers.        5 1 o 
As,  on  the  confines  of  adjoining  grounds. 
Two  ftubborn  fwains  with  blows  difpute  their  bounds ; 
They  tug,  they  fweat ;  but  neither  gain  or  yield. 
One  foot,  one  inch,  of  the  contended  field  : 
Thus  obflinate  to  death  they  fight,  they  fall ;  5 1  j 

Nor  thefe  can  keep,  nor  thofe  can  win,  the  wall. 
Their  manly  breafts  are  pierc'd  with  many  a  wound. 
Loud  ftrokes  are  heard,  and  rattling  arms  refound. 
The  copious  ilaughter  covers  all  the  fhore. 
And  the  high  ramparts  drop  with  human  gore.  c 20 

As  when  twofcales  are  charg'd  with  doubtful  loads. 
From  fide  to  fide  the  trembling  balance  nods 
(While  fome  laborious  matron,  juft  and  poor. 
With  nice  exaflnefs  weighs  her  woolly  ftore) 
Till,  pois'd  aloft,  the  refting  beam  fufpends  etc 

Each  equal  weight ;  nor  this,  nor  that,  defcends : 
So  ftood  the  war,  till  Hedor's  matchlefs  might 
With  Fates  prevailing,  turn'd  the  fcale  of  fight. 
Fierce  as  a  whirlwind  up  the  walls  he  flies. 
And  fires  his  hoft  with  loud  repeated  cries:  j-jo 

Advance,  ye  Trojans !  lend  your  valiant  hands, 
Hafte  to  the  fleet,  and  tofs  the  blazing  brands ! 

They 
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They  hear,  they  run  ;  and,  gathering  at  his  call, 
Raife  fcaling-engines,  and  afcend  the  wall : 
Around  the  works  a  wood  of  glittering  fpears  53  j 

Shoots  up,  and  all  the  rifing  hoft  appears. 
A  ponderous  (lone  bold  Hector  heav'd  to  throw. 
Pointed  above,  and  rough  and  grofs  below  : 
Not  two  Urong  men  th'  enormous  weight  could  raife. 
Such  men  as  live  in  thefe  degenerate  days ;  J40 

Yet  this,  as  eafy  as  a  fwain  could  bear 
The  fnowy  fleece,  he  tofs'd,  and  fhookin  air: 
For  Jove  upheld,  and  lighten'd  of  its  load 
Th'  unwieldy  rock,  the  labour  of  a  God. 
Thus  arm'd,  before  the  folded  gates  he  came,  j;.j.j 

Of  malTy  fubftance,  and  ftupendous  frame; 
With  iron  bars  and  brazen  hinges  ftrong. 
On  lofty  beams  of  folid  timber  hung: 
Then,  thundering  through  the  planks  with  forceful fway. 
Drives  the  fharp  rock  ;  the  folid  beams  give  way,     ceo 
The  folds  are  fhatter'd;  from  the  crackling  door 
Leap  the  refounding  bars,  the  flying  hinges  roar. 
Now  rufhing  in,  the  furious  chief  appears. 
Gloomy  as  night !  and  fhakes  two  fnining  fpears  : 
A  dreadful  gleam  from  his  bright  armour  came,       err 
And  from  his  eye-balls  flafh'd  the  living  flame. 
He  moves  a  God,  refiftlefs  in  his  courfe, 
And  feems  a  match  for  more  than  mortal  force. 
Then  pouring  after,  through  the  gaping  fpace, 
A  tide  of  Trojans  flows,  and  fills  the  place;  r6e 

The  Greeks  behold,  they  tremble,  and  they  fly; 
The  fliore  is  hcap'd  with  death,  and  tumult  rends  the  (ky. 
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